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AN AFTER-BRKAKFAST 
TALK. 



Thk early readera of TAe AOantie Monthly 
wiU permit me, ha an acqnaintanoe oF 
long atanding, to apeak freely with thetn 
from ita pages, and, aa it were, face to 
face. They have met me often ; eome- 
titnes in my avowed personality ; eome- 
timeB under a transparent mask, vhich 
might be a shield, but conld not be a die- 

Twenty-five years ago I introduced my- 
self to them, in the first number of thin 
magaidno, as The Autocrat of the Breakfast- 
Table. Twenty-five years before that time, 
nnder the same title, in the pages of the 
Nem England Magazine, I had asked the 
public to Bit down with me at my morning 
refection. I should blaah to think of the 
entert^ment to which I invited the readers 
of that earlier periodical, had I not learned 



charit7 to myeelf ia noting the errors of 
taste and judgment of other jonng writsra, 
often aubjeotiiig them to pitiless criticism 
as the reward of their first efforts. The 
second hooni was spread more aatiafactorily 
to the entertuner, and, I have a right to 
believe, to the gueata. This, then, is the 
silver anniversary year of my wedding with 
the Mnse of the Monthlies, and the golden 
anniversary year of my betrothal, if I may 
look npon those earlier papers as a pledge of 
futnre alliance. 

During the larger part of this long period 
my time hie been in great measure oocnpied 
with other duties. I never forgot the ad- 
vice of Coleridge, that a literar; man should 
have a regular calling. I may say, in pass- 
ing, that I have often given ibis advice to 
others, and too often wished I could sup- 
plement it with the words and confine Mm- 
Klf to il. For authorship, and especially 
poetioal authorship, is one of the common- 
eat signs of mental weakness, for which 
the best tonic is found in steady occupa. 
tiou, — professional, mechanical, or other, 
— some daily task, fairly compensated, use- 
fol, habitual, and therefore largely auto- 
matic, and thus economical of the slender 
intellectual endowments and limited vital 
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s which are so very traquently ob- 
served in aBaocubtion with typomiLtua. 

The time has come in which I have felt it 
beet 6> reidgn to younger haiidB the duties of 
the Frofeuorahip I hare held for more than 
the years of cue generation. I hope, while 
not foi^etting the nataral lawa, which hint 
to ma and my coevals, as they whispered to 
Elmenoii, 

"It is time to be old, 
To take in eail," 
^I hope, I say (for who can promise, at such 
a stage of life ?), to find increased leisure for 
these pages, to which more than any others I 
amsccnstomed. There mtuitbe some spare 
boon, and may be some residual energy 
at my disposal, now that the lectnro-room, 
which has known me so long, is to know me 

Let me venture to say something of the 
experienees I have had as a writer since I 
began a new literary career with the first 
nnmber of this magazine. 

I cannot deny that the kindness with 
which my contributiong to this periodical 
have been received has proved a great source 
of gratification to me,— more than I could 
have expected or was prepared for. When I 
aat down to write the first paper I sent to The 
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Atlantic Montldy, I felt somewluit aa a 
maiden of more thui matare efflorescence 
may be Bnppoaed to feel as she paces down 
the broad aisle, in her bridal veil anif with 
her wreath of orange-hloBBcnnB. I had 
written little of late years. I was at that 
time older than Goldsmith was when he 
died ; and Ooldsmitli, as Dr. Johnson said, 
was a plant that flowered late. A new 
gmeration had grown np since I had written 
the verses by which, if remembered at ell, I 
waa best known. I honestly feared that I 
■night prove the enperflnous veteran who has 
no business behind the footlighta. I can m 
honestly say that it tnmed out otherwise ; I 
vaa most kindly welcomed. 

And now I ant looking back on that far- 
off time aa the period, I will not say ol 
yoath, — for I was close upon the five-barred 
gate of the cinquantaine, though I had not 
yet taken the leap, — but of marrowy and 
vigiMvns manhood. Those were the days of 
unaided vision, of acute hearing, of alert 
movements, of feelings almost boyish in their 
vivacity. It is a long cry from the end of 
the second quarter of a century in a man's 
life to the end of the third quarter. His 
companions have fallen all around bim, and 
he finds himself in a newly peopled world. 
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Hia mental fDinuhing looks old-faahioiKiil 
and faded to the genenttioii which u crowd- 
iag aboDt him, with its new patterns and 
ita freah coloars. Shall be throw open hia 
apartments to viaitore, or ia it not wiaer to 
lire on his memoriea in a decorous privacy, 
and not risk himseU before the keen young 
eyea and releatless judgment of the new- 
comers, who have grown np in strength and 
gelf-reliance while he hsa been losing force 
and confidenee ? 

If that feeling came over me a quarter of 
a century ago, it ia not strange that it comes 
hack npon me now. Having laid down the 
burden which for more than thirty-live yeara 
I have carried cheerfully, I might naturally 
Beck the quiet of my chimney comer, and 
pnrr away the twilight of my life unheard 
beyond the eircla about ray Own fire-place. 
lint when I see what my living contem- 
poraries are doing, I am shamed out of 
absolute iuertnesB and ailence. The men of 
my birth-year ore so painfully induatriousat 
this very time that one of the same date 
hardly dares to be idle. 1 look across the 
Atlantic, and see Mr. Gladstone, only four 
months younger than myself, standing erect 
with Patrick's grievancea on one ahonlder, 
and Pharaoh's p3rramidB cm the other, — 
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ui Atlaa irbose intervals of repoM are 
paiDxyams of learned laboar ; I liBteu to 
Tonnyron, another birth of the same year, 
filling the air with melody long after the 
nn^ng months of life's anrnmei are over ; I 
come nearer home, and here is tny very dear 
friend and college claaimate, so certain to be 
itt every good movement with voice, or pen, 
or both, that where two or three are gath- 
ered together for naeful ends, if James Free- 
nuui Clarke is not there, it is because he is 
busy with a book or a dlscoarse meant for a 
laif^ audience ; I glance at the placards on 
the blank wall I am passing, and there I sec 
the colossal head of Bamura, the untiring, 
inexhatistible, t&snperable, ever triumphant 
and jnbilant Bamum, who came to his 
atmospheric life less than a year after I be- 
gan breathing the fatal mixture, and still 
wages Titanic battle with his own past 
superlatives. How can one dare to sit down 
inactive, with such eiamples before him! 
One must do something, were it nothing 
more profitable than the work of that dear 
old Penelope, of almost ninel^ years, whom 
I so well remember, hemming over and over 
again the same piece of linen, her attendant's 
Bcisaors removing each day's work at even- 
ing ; herself, meantime, bdng kindly nursed 
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in the illusion that ahe was stdll the Dsefnl 
Martha of the honBchold. 

Bcaao of my earlier frienda, possibly some 
of my newer and younger ones, may like to 
get a lesson or two from the record of a 
writer who haa been fortunate enongh to 
secare a considerably extended circle of 
readers. The schooling he has had will 
recaU to many brother and aisber authors 
whattheythemselves have been through, and 
will show those who' are beginning a life of 
anthorehip what may come to them by.and- 

An author may interest his pnblic by his 
work, or by his personality, or by both. A 
great mathematician or metaphysician may 
be lost sight of in his own intellectnal 
wealth, as a great capitalist becomes at laat 
the mere appendage of his far more important 
millions. There is, on the other hand, a 
class of writers whose individuality is the 
one thing we care about The world could 
get along without their help, but it wants 
their oompany. We are not so very curions 
about the details of the life of Qanss, but we 
■lo want to know a good deal about Richter. 
Sir William Rowan Bamiltoa invented, or 
developed, the doctrine of quaternions ; but 
we do not care very parCicnlarly about his 
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XVi AS AfTBB-BKEAKUST TALK. 

domestic aimalB, the migrationa from tbe 
blaa bed to the brown, and tbe raat. Bnt 
poor, dear Charles Lamb,— we can hMdly 
withbold the pitying epithet, since the roDgh 
Scotchman brought up agsiDst him, aa one 
uf hia own kale-pota might have shivered 
a quaint and precious amphora, — poor, dear 
Charles, — he did not invent any grand for- 
mula, he certainly had not the lever of 
Archimedes, but he had a personality which 
was qnite apart from' that of all average 
humanity, and he is adopted as one of 
the pleasantest inmates of memory. It is 
enough to say of many men that they are 
interestiug. And we are content to aay of 
inany others that they are useful, virtuous, 
praiseworthy, illustrious, even by what they 
have achieved, but uniuteresting, and we do 
not greatly care to hear anything abont them 
from their work. 

Nobody is interesting to all the world. 
An author who is spoken of as nnivereally 
admired will find, if he is foolish enough to 
inquire, that there are not wanting intelligent 
persons who are indifferent to hjm, nor yet 
those who have a special and emphatic dis- 
libeto him. If there ware another Homer, 
there would be another Homeromastix. An 
author shonld know that the very character- 



istdca which m&ke him tha object of admira- 
tioa to man;, and endear him to aome unong 
them, will render him an object of dislike to 
a, certain nmnber of individuals of eqnal, it 
may be of aaperioi, intelligence. Donbtlese 
God never made a better berry tluut the 
atrawberry, yet it is a poison t« a consider- 
able UDmber of persoDB. There are those 
who diaUke the fragrance of the water-lily, 
and those in whom tlte smell of a rose pro- 
dnces a aeries of those convulsions known 
aa snaezea. He (or she) who ventures into 
authorship must expect to eaconoter occa- 
sional inatanceB of just such antipathy, of 
which he and all that he doea are the sab- 
jects. Let him take it patiently. What is 
thas ODt of accord with the temperament oc 
the mood of his critic may not be blamable ; 
nay, it may be excellent. But Zoilos dora 
not like it or the writer, — the reason why 
he cannot tell, perhaps, but he does not like 
either ; and he is in bis rights, and the 
author must sit still and let the critic play 
off his idiosyncraaies against his own. 

There is a converse to all this, which it 
is mnch pleasanter to contemplate and to 
experience. Let us suppose an author to 
have some distinguishing personal quality, 
which shows itself in what he writes, and 
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by which he u known from all other 
ffritera. There will ba individuals — they 
may be tew, they may be many — who will 
80 instantly recognise, bo eagerly accept, bo 
warmly adopt, even so devoutly idolise, the 
writer in qnestion, thtX self-love itself, 
dulled aa its polata is by the hot spices of 
praise, draws back oTercome by the burn- 
ing stimulants of adoration. I was told, not 
lotig since, by one of our most justly admired 
aathoiesses, that a correspondent wrote to 
her that she bad read one of her stories 
fonrteen times in sncceasion. 

There is a meaning, and a deep one, in 
these elective afOnities. Most things which 
we call odd are even in the economy of 
nature. Each personality is more or less 
completely the complement of some other : 
of some one, perhaps, exactly ; of others 
Dearly enough to have a special significance 
for them. A reader is frequently ignorant 
of what he wants nntil he happens to fall in 
with the writer who has the complementary 
clement of which be is in need. Then he finds 
the nonriahment he wanted in the intellec- 
tual or spiritual food before him, or has his 
failing appetite revived by the stimulus of a 
mind more highly vitalised than his owa 
The sailor who is fed on salted provisions 
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until ha u hsU crystallised wreaks hia 
htmger upon a fresh potato aa if it were a 
fruit of the tree of lite. The domb cattle 
who feel their blood getting watei? make for 
the salt-licks, and aeaaon their diluted fluids. 
3o with many readers -. they find new life in 
the esaay or poem which the reTiewer, treat- 
ing de haut en bos, aa is liis wont, has con- 
demned from his lofty eminence, in reality 
only because it was not of the kind that his 
own need, if he felt any gap in his omni- 
adence, called for. Anepicare mightAswell 
find fault with the sailor's potato because it 
WBB not properly cooked, — in fact, not cooked 
at all ; or order the herds to be driven from 
the salt-liok, becaase it was not a succulent 

It should never be forgotten by the oritio 
that «very grade of mental development de- 
mands a literature of its own ; a little above 
ita level, that it may be lifted to a higher 
grade, but not too much above it, so that it 
requires too long a stride, — a stairway, not 
a steep wall to climb. The true critic ia not 
the ehup captaUrr verhomm ; not the brisk 
epigrammatist, showing off his own clever- 
ness, always trying to outflank the author 
against whom he has arrayed his wits and 
his learning. He is a man who knows the 



rool wantd of the Tending world, snd can 
piizo at their just vaJae the writinga which 
meet those wants. I remember, many yean 
ago, happening to apeak, before a certain 
clergymao, of the great conTenience I had 
fonnd in having Hra. Cowden CUrke'a Con- 
cordance to the plays of Shakespeare always 
at baud. He spoke acornfnlly, natoadiatix, 
of the poor creatnre who conid reqnire an 
index to such familiar prodactiona. No 
doubt be rememhered every line and every 
word of the distinguished author, — at least 
it was fair to presume ao,— but there are 
some who might not feel quite certain about 
every passage, and would not be ashamed to 
consult the volume be could diepeuse wit^. 
The organs of criticism swarm with just such 
piigB and pretenders, and the young author 
must be prepared to run the gauntlet 
through a double row of them. Happy for 
him if he con keep his temper, and pn^t by 
their rough handling ; satisfy them he never 

In spite of the positive verdicts of the 
HOOndeat criticism, we must not forget that 
each individual has always his right of 
perranptory challenge, hia right to like or 
dislike, for the simple reason that he is 
what he is, and none other. The writer who 
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fttbunB a certain meaaure of popalnrity, e 
to reach a conaiderable variety of i 
mtut be ready for a trial m 
than that mnning tbq gauntlet jiut spoken 
of. He irill be atartled to Qnd himaelf 
the object of an embarrasaing devotion, and 
almost appropriation, by some of Ua pariah 
of raadera. He will blnsh, at hii lonely 
desk, aa he reada the extnTagancee of ex- 
pKMion which ponr over him like the oil 
which ran down upon the beard of Aaron, 
and even down to the akiits of hie gsrmenta, — 
an eztretne unction which fleems hardly desir- 
able. WeonghttohaveluB photograph as he 
reads one of those freqaent misiivea, ofteneat 
traced, we may gnaia, in the delicate slant- 
ing hand which betniye the slender fingers of 
the sympathetic sisterhood. A slight sense 
of the ridicnlons at being made so mnch of 
qualifies Ote placid tolerance with which the 
rhjnnetter or the eaaayiit sees himself pre- 
ferred to the great maertetB in proaa and 
veiae, and reads his name glowing in a hala 
of epithets which might belong to Bacon 
or Hilton. We need not gradge him sach 
pleainre as he may deriTe from the illnsion 
of a momentary reverie, in which he dreams 
of liTinmlf u clad in royal robes and exalted 
among the immortals. The next post will 



very probably bring him soma slip from a 
newspaper or critical journal, which will (trip 
him of his regalia, u Thackerajr, in one of hii 
illuitiations, hsa diarobed and denuded the 
Gnod Monarqne. He saw himMlf but a 
moment ago a coloawl figure, in a draperjr 
of rhetorical purple, ample enough for an 
emperor, as Bernini would clothe him. The 
image-breaker baa passed by, belittling him 
l^ comparison, jostling him off his pedestal, 
levelling his most prominent featnre, or even 
breaking a whole ink-bottle sgoinst him, as 
the indignant moralist did on the figore 
in the vestibule of the opera-house, —the 
shortest and most effective satire that ever 
come from that foontain of approval and 
eondenutation. Snch are some of the varied 
experiences of authorship. 

To be known as a writer is to become 
publio property. Every book a writer 
pablishes — say, raUier, every line he traces 
— is an open aeaame as good as a latch-key 
for some one ; it may be some score, or 
hundreds, or thousands. The already re- 
cognised author, with whom his ofSnittei 
may be more or less strong, takes hie hand 
aa a brother, — after the publio has accepted 
him, — aometimea before. The nnsnoceesfnl 
authors, whose efforts find their natural 
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AH AFTER- BBEAKKA3T TAt^. X](iii 

hftbiUt in the WMte-baskets of the tnaga- 
zinea and newBpftpen, eeeing th»t he U 
afloat, atmggla to the anrface through the 
dark wavea of oblivion, and grsap at him, in 
the vain hope that he can keep their head*, 
aa well as his ovra, above water. The hither- 
to tuidiecovered twentieth coasin starts np 
in the huckleberr; baahes, and daiml him u 
a relative. That citiz«>i of the world, the 
borrower whose remittances have failed to 
reach him, ia at baud to share the good 
fortone of his literary friend, whose work*, 
a* he says, have been his travelling eom- 
paoions fnnn Qiiuato Pern. TheFoetwith 
his mannsoript, the reader with his laijnx, 
invade his premises, and he mnst read and 
listen, perhaps to his own venes, nntil 



fiejoiee, O man of many editions I Yon 
have sold your books, --yes, and yon have 
sold your time, yonr privacy, your right 
hand, if that is the one yon hold yoor pen in, 
and a slice of yonr immortal aoul with it 1 
For if yon do not sooner or later explode in 
all the maledictions of Bmolphns and Atha- 
nados, yon are gifted with a patience that 
Job the all-endnring might have envied. 



xxiv AN AFTEK-B&EAKrASI TALK. 

There a one more trial which tonches the 
Sneat BuuibilitieB of an author. The reader 
who has adopted him aa hii favourite, or 
hia object of Admiration, has formed an ideal 
of Ub peraon, his expresaioii, hia voice, hia 
maimer. How rarely does an anthor oor- 
reapond to this ideal picture 1 How often 
ia the viaitor who liaa made a pilgrimage to 
the ahiine of hia demigod disappointed, dis- 
enchanted, and tent off regtettjng that he 
haa exchanged his falae imags for the real 
prceenoe t Let every pilgrim on hia way 
to the idol's temple read Uiai Edgeworth's 
Angelma, or L'AmU Incomute. 

Nov as to all these tronblet of authorship, 
there are two ways of dealing with them. 
An anthor has a perfect right to say, ' ' I am 
not on exhibition, lilu the fat boy or the 
donble-headed lady. If I were, I shoidd 
charge the nmol price for admission to the 
show. It is not nty profession to write 
letters to strangers, who consnlt me on all 
maimer of qneationa involving their private 
interests. If it were, I shonld keep an 
office and one or more sscretoriea to help me 
attend to the wants of applicants, and I 
should expect the fee* of a lawyer or a 
pt^dan. I will not be 'interviewed 'by 
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persons of whom I know nothing. I will not 
tuiBwer letters from a31 parts of the country 
snd far-off lands, from those who have no 
personal claim npon me. These people have 
no right to invade aj preDtises, and appro- 
priate my hours of laboar, and I will have my 
rights, even if I am an author." 

This is one way of looking at the qnestion, 
and I am by no means sure that, hard and 
almost chnrlish as it seems, it is not, on the 
whole, the wisest for all concerned. Sooner 
or later the burden of correspondeiiae be- 
comes so heavy as to be imnpportable, nn- 
lees some short and easy method can be 
found of dealing with epistolary aggressions ; 
BDch, for instance, as a printed formula, 
or a number of such formulie, which the 
aatbor can sign by the dozen, and which will 
in the large majority of coses answer every 
purpose. This is the plan Willis adopted 
and announced, long ago. He bad the name 
of being very kind to his correspondents, bnt 
he fonud their exactions were wearing him 
out, an experience which others have had 
since his time. One of our most recent foreign 
visitors, a very distinguished person, told me 
that he made use of a lithographed form of 
answer to bis correspondents. 

It mnst not be forgotten on the other 
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hamd, that all human beings liave a certain 
dum on eaah otlier. Tha writer who has 
attained succeaa owes something to those 
who are Btruggling to attain it It is per- 
fectly tme that the greatest number of yonng 
peraons who write to noted anthors are en- 
tirely destitute of any exceptional talent 
which gives them a cl^m to be enconraged 
ta devote themselves to liteniiy pBrsuita. 
Still, they are fellow-creatares, and if Nature 
has denied them the gifts which they fondly 
believe themselves to possess, they are en- 
titled, not to oar scorn and ridlcole, but 
to our tender consideration. We never 
laugh at Hie idiot, but we ore too ready to 
make sport of the weakling. On the whole, 
it is better to handle a feeble literary 
aspirant gently, and let him print his little 
book, — for that is the natural crisis of his 
complaint. jO«( Um, did I say T Thepowen 
of the universe could not prevent him from 
doing it He asks your advice, and all the 
time he has his proof>shaeta in his desk or 
his pocket. And it must never be forgotten 
that in the midst of the weeds of vanity and 
foUy, at any time, in some unexpected way, 
in the place where you never thought of 
looking for it, may spring up the shoot 
which will flower by-and-byas genius. For- 
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tDiutelf , te a general role, mediocrity betrays 
itaelf in the first line or the first sentence of 
its nuuiifeeto. The aspiring author expects 
liis SQCceaiful elder brother to read a dozen 
of his poems, or the whole of his story ; he 
does not remember, if he knows, that «x 
Imea Bavium is as trae as eapede Hcrevlem. 
Between the anther's just light to hia time 
and the clums which a kind heart mokes it 
impossible not to hiten to, many writers who 
have gained the ear of the public, and who 
p*» for amiable and well-dieposed persons, 
in this country, as daubtleas in others, have 
fonnd themselves not a little perplexed. The 
late meeting of those interested in the sub- 
ject, of which many of onr readers may not 
have heard, seems to have adjusted these 
conflicting interests in a manner which, It 
may be hoped, will prove satisfactory to all 
concerned. It only remains to carry out 
the provisions which, after long deliberatioQ, 
were nnanimonsly agreed upon as expressing 
the sense of the meeting. Some extracts 
from the minutes of the proceedings have 
been pnt in my bands by the secretory, and 
are here reproduced, being now printed for 
tbe first time. It is hoped that they will be 
generally read by the two classes of persons 
to whom their provisions more especially 
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apply, lukmely, authora and their viaitors and 
con«epondetita. 



Abstract qf the lUcord <if Proutdingt of J7ii- 
^g»o«talton of Autkort for 8e{f-Frotectioit, 
at a Sleeting held at Wa$hingl<m, Septemher 



Whereu there is preralent in the com- 
mimitj &n opinion that he or she who has 
writtcoi uid pabliihed a book belongg thence- 
forward to everybody but himself or herself, 
and may be called upon by any perton for 
any gratuitona service for which he or ahe 
is wanted ; and Whereas we believe that 
Bome rights do sijll remain to authors (mean- 
ing by that term writen of both «exee), not- 
withstanding the fact of ench writing and 
publication ; and Whereas we have found it 
impossible to make a Btatid in onr individaal 
capacity against the various forms of tyranny 
whieh have grown out of the opinion above 
mentioned, we do hereby unite and consti- 
tute ourselves a joint body for the pnrpose 
and by the title above named. 
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r AUTHOBB. 

This does not couaut, for the moat part, of 
wh»t ia colled real, or of what ia eallad per- 
sonal, estate, bat lies chiefl; in that imma- 
terial and intangible posaeasion known in ita 
general expreatlioii M time, or in special por- 
tiona, aa days, hoars, miniiteB, and seconds. 
If the author ia fortunate enough to own the 
piece of mechanism conunonly called a clock, 
his timepiece will be found to mark and 
meeaure sixty seconds to the minute, sixty 
minutes to tbe hour, and twenty-four hours 
to the day, and no more, like the timepieces 
of other owners ; which fact is contrary to 
the apparent belief of many of bis visitors 
and correopondente. 



It is not to be considered that antbonhip 
entirely changes the author to a being of a 
different nature. He or she is entitled to 
the common kind ot consideration wbiob be- 
longs to humanity in generaL Bodily defects 
and infirmitiea ore not fit subjects for public 
comment, especially in the case of women, 
to whom the apreUs injuria forma ia an \ya- 
forgivable offence. And bo of all the ordinary 
decencies of life ; tbe author ia to be cffti- 
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ndered as httviiig the same rights n 
general public. 



VigUi Iff Ouriosity or AdmiriUion Tbeae 

itre not always diBttnguishable from each 
other, and ms; he cooaidered together. The 
stranger Bhoald send up his card, if he has 
one ; if he has none, he should, if admitted, 
At once announce himself and his object, 
mthont circumlocution, as thus : " My name 
is M. or "S. from X. or Y. I wish to see 
and take the hand of a vriter whom I have 
long admired for bis," etc, etc Here Ike 
Author ekottld extend hU hand, and r^ly in 
«uijiaru:e as foUova ; "I am pleased to see 
you, my dear sir, and very glad that any- 
thing I have -written haa bean a soarce of 
pleasure or profit to you," The visitor has 
now had what he says he came for, and, 
after making a brief polite acknowledgment, 
ahonld retire, tiulesB, foe special reasons, he 
is nrged to stay longer. 

ViHtu of IntervieTners. — The interviewer is 
a product of over-civilisation, who does for 
the living what the undertaker does for the 
dead, taking such liberties as he chooses with 
the subject of his mental and conversational 
manipulation B, whom he is to arrange for 
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pnblic inspection. The interview system 
has its legitimate nee ; ia often & convemence 
to poIiticiaDB, and may even gratify the 
Tsmity and serve the interests of sji anthor. 
In its abuse it is an infringement of the 
liberty of the private ratizen, to be ranked 
with the edicts of the Council of Ten, the 
Deoreea of the Star-Chamber, ihe Lettres de 
Cachet, and the visits of the Inqnisition. 
The Interviewer, if excluded, becomes an 
enemy, and hae the colnmna of a newspaper 
at his service, in which to revenge himself. 
If admitted, the Interviewed is at the mercy 
of Hie Interviewer's memory, if he is the 
beat-meaning of men; of his inaccuracy, if 
he is careless ; of his malevolence, if he is 
ill-disposed ; of his prejudices, if he has any; 
and of his sense of propriety, at any rate- 
In conaidoration of the pOBsible abuses 
arising from the privilege granted to, or 
rather usurped by the irrespouBible indi- 
viduals who exercise the function of domi- 
ciliary inspection, it is proposed to place the 
whole bosiness nnder legal restrictions, in 
accordance with the plan here sketched for 
consideration, and aboat tQ be submitted to 
the judgment of all our local governments. 

— A licensed corps of Interviewers, to be 



appointed bj the municipal authorities. — 
Each Interviewer to near in a conspicnous 
poBition a Number and a Badge, for which 
the following emblems and inacriptioiiB arc 
suggested : Zepbyrus with bia lips at the ear 
of Boreas, who holds a speaking- trampet ; 
signi^ng that what is said by the Inter- 
viewed in a whisper will be shouted to the 
world by the Interviewer throngh that 
brazen instrament For mottoes, either of 
the following : Fomum Iiabet in i;arRU ; Huac 
to, Romane, eavelo. — No person to be ad- 
mitted to the Corps of Interviewers withont 
a strict prelimimwy eitamination.-^The can- 
didate to be proved free from colour-blindnesa 
and amblyopia, ocular and mental atrabismus, 
double refraction of memory, kleptomania, 
mendacity of more than average dimensiona, 
and tendency to alcoholic cudoamosia. — His 
moral and religious character to be voncbed 
for by three orthodox clergymen of the aanie 
belief, and a< many deacons who agree with 
them and with each other. — All reports to 
be submitted to the Interviewed, and the 
proofs thereof to be corrected and sanctioned 
by him before being given to the pnblic. 

Until the above proviaiona are carried into 
effect, no record of an alleged Interview to 
l>e considered as anything more than the 
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imtnutworthy gc«aip of an irrespoiuible 
impenonality. 



Of AulograpK-Saken. — The increasa in 
the number of applicants for antograpbs is 
ao great that It haa become neceasary to 
adopt positive ragulationa to protect the 
Author from tiie exorbitant claims of thia 
class of TirtuosoB. The folloning propoai- 
tiona were adopted witboat diacauion : — 

— Nq aatbor is under any obligation to 
answer any letter from an unknown peraon 
applying for bis antograph. If he aeea fit to 
do BO, it is 4 gratnttons concession on bis 

— No stranger should ask for more than 
one autograph. 

— Ho stranger should reqnest on author to 
copy a poem, or even a verse. He should 
ranieniber that he ia one of many thooMiids; 
that a thousand fleas are worse than one 
hornet, and that a mob of mosquitoes will 
draw more blood than a single horse-leach. 

— Every correspondent applying for an 
autograph sbonld send a card or blani paper, 
in a stamped envelope directed to himself (or 



henelf). If h« will not take the trovble to 
attend tc all this, which he can jaat m well 
do as nuke the author do it, he must not 
expect the author to msba good hiB defi- 
ciencies. [Accepted hy •colMuation.] 

— Sending a stamp does not constitute a 
claim on an author for an answer. [Rec^ved 
with loud applause.] The etamp ma; be 
retained by the author, or, what is better, 
devoted to the use of vmie appropriate 
charity, as, for instance, the Asylum for 
Idiots and Feeble-Minded Persons. 

— No stranger should expect an author to 
send him or her his photograph. These 
^ctnres coat money, and it may not be con- 
venient to an impecunious celebrity to furnish 
them to the applicants, who are becoming 
singularly numerous. 

— Albums, — An albnnj of decent ertemal 
aspect may, without impropriety, be offered 
to an author, with the request that he will 
write bis name theFein. It is not proper, as 
a general rule, to ask for anything moretlian 
the Q*me. The author may, of course, add 
a quotation from his writings, or a sentiment, 
if eo disposed ; bnt this must be considered 
as a work of supererogation, and an excep- 
tional manifestation of courtesy. 

— Bed-quiU Aulographi. — It should be a 
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•onrca of grati&cation to an author to con- 
tribute to the sonndness of hia rMder'a 
slnnibera, if he cannot keep him awake by 
bia writings. He should therefore cheerfully 
inscribe his name on the scrap of gatin or 
other ataff {provided always that it be sent 
him in a ttaiaped and dirtcted envetopt), that 
it may take its place in the patch-work 
moaaEc for which it is iutended. 

Lttters t^ Admiration. — These may be ac- 
cepted aa genuine, nnless they contain ipeot- 
meus of the writer's own composition, apon 
which a critical opinion is requested, in 
which case they are to be regarded in the 
sane light as medicated sweetmeats ; namely, 
aa meaning more than their looks imply. 
Genuine letters of admiration, being nsaally 
considered by the recipient as proofs of good 
taste and sound judgment on the part of his 
unknown corraapondent, may be safely left 
to his dectuon aa to whether they shall be 
answered or not. 

QuaHmMig Ltiiert. — These are commonly 
fraQdalent in their nature, their true intent 
being to obtain an autograph letter in reply. 
They should be answered, if at all, by a 
clerk or secretary ; which will be satisfactory 
to the correspondent, if he only wishes for 



unr^-flB, Google 



iufomMtioD, and will teach him aot to try 
to obtmin suything l^ falie pretencet, if his 
intent wu wh&t it is, for the most part, in 
letter* of this kind. 

L^tert aikbig jldvice.—Aji author is not 
of Deceaaity a competeul advieer on all aub- 
jecta. Ha is expected, neverthelesB, to ad- 
vige unknown persona as to their health of 
body and mind, their religion, their chdce 
. of a profesBion; on matrimon;, on education, 
on ooonea of reading ; and, mora eapeoially. 
to lay down a abort and ea«y method for 
obtaining brilliant and immediate anccen in 
a literary career. These applicants, if re- 
plied to at all, ahonid be directed to the 
sevetBl specialistB who ore competent to 
answer their qacetions. Literary aspirants 
commonly send a specimen of their prodnc- 
tiona in prose or veiBO, oftenest the latter. 
They aak for criticism, bat they want pruse, 
which they very rarely deeerre. If a sen- 
tence can be extoacted from any letter written 
them which can help an advertisement, the 
pnbliaher of tbeir little volume will get hold 
of it. They demoralise kind-hearted anthers 
by playing on their good-natare, and leading 
them to express judgments not in conformity 
with their own standaids. They most be 
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taught the leuoD th&t authors are not tim 
■ame thing aa editon and pnbliabeis, whose 
bmineaB it ia to examine manoacripta in- 
tended for publication, and to vhom their 
applications ajiould be addressed. 

— No stranger whose letter has been an- 
swered by an Anthor nhonld consider himself 
(or herself) as having opened a corrapondetiee 
with the peiBOnage addressed. Oace replied 
to, be (or she) should look npon himself {or 
heneU] »« done with, unless distinctlj re- 
quested or enconiaged to write agtun. 

Inv^aliona. — An Author cannot and most 
not be expected to accept mo»t of the invita* 
tions he is constantlj receiving. The &ot 
of noted anthorship should be considered 
eqniTalent to a perpetual preTious engage- 
ment. A formal answer to an invitation 
shall discharge him from further dntf, and 
be shall not be taxed to ooutHbute in proee 
or verse to occsaions in which he has no 
special interest, or anj other, unless so dis- 



— Privale Letleri of Aiiihori. — No private 
letter of any Antbor, and no extract from 
such letter shall be printed without bis per- 
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muman, or without giving him the oppar- 
tunitjr of correeling the proqf, ae in the case 
of tay other publication of what he hu 
written. If any letter, or extract from a 
letter, of an Author in printed in Tiolation of 
these ohvious rights and dntiee, the Author 
shall not be held responsible for any state- 
ment such letter or extract ma; be alleged 
to contain ; and those who publish any auch 
ulleged statement as having been made by 
the Author in question shall be considered 
as taking part in tbe original violation of 
confidence, nnlesa they defend the Author 
against all nnfavonrable inferences drawn 
from laid letter or extract. 

Of Boohi gent to Avihor». — An Author is 
not bound to read any book sent him by a 
stranger. He is not under any obligation to 
eipresB his opinion of any book so sent, 
whether said opinion is to be used as a Pub- 
lisher's advertisement or not An acknow- 
ledgment, with thanks, is to be reckoned a 
diicharge of all obligations k> the sender. 

Of Remembering introdiu^ Slrangfrg. — 
Strangera who have bad an introdaotion to 
SD Author have no right to expect that their 
faces will be remembered by him as well aa 



the; Kmember his. Thia ia especially tme 
of penoni of the fem&le sex who &re jrontM ul 
and comely, And for this reuon have ■> oerbun 
reaembl&nce to each other. If sach youthful 
and comely individuals identify the Author 
before he shows, by the usual mark of conr- 
tety, that he recognises them, they need not 
think themaelvee iDtentionally slighted, but 
may address him freely, and he will not take 
offence at being spoken to before speaking. 

The above rvU* are to be coneidered applk- 
abU only to etrangere having no special claim 
upon the Attlhor. 

The Association may be found fault with 
for psMing these resolves, some of which 
may sound harshly in the ears of certain 
readers, who have not acted in accordance 
with their precepts. Bot it most be re- 
membered that it is almost a qneation of 
life and death with Authors. This cannot 
be considered too strong an expression, when 
we remember that Fope was driven to ei- 
claim, a century and a half ago — 

" Fatigued, I said. 
Tie op the knocker ; say I 'm nek, I 'm dead." 
In obtaining and giving to the public this 
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abatmct of the FroceedingE of tke Aiaociation, 
I have been impelled by tbe B«me feelings of 
htunanity which led tne to join the Society 
for tba PreveDtioD of Croelty to Animola, 
believing that the snfieringa of Authon are 
■a mach entitled to sympathy and relief as 
thoae of the bmte oreation. 

OLIVER WENDELL HOLHBB. 
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TO THE READERS OF THE AUTOCRAT 
OF THE BSEAKFA5T-TABLB. 



TwENrv-FiVB years more b»re puied 
■ioce tho silence of the ptecediag twen^- 
five je&n waa broken by the fint words of 
the eeU-recording personage who lends hU 
title to thcae pagos, in The Atlantie MonUdy 
for NoTemher 1857. The children of those 
iriio tint reftd these papers sa they appeared 
are atill reading them aa kindly aa their 
fathera and mothers read them a qoarter of 
» oentnry ago. And now, for the fint time 
for many yean, I have read them myself, 
thinking that they might ba improved by 
variona corrections and changes. 

Bot it is dangerous to tamper in oold 
blood and in after life with what was writ- 
ten in the glow of an earlier period. Its 
very defects are a part of its organic indi- 
vidoality. It wonld spoil any character 
these reoords may have to attempt to adjust 
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them to the pi«aent ftga of the world or of 
the author. We bftve all of ne, writer and 
rmdera, drifted swsy from many of our 
former habits, tastes, and perhaps beliefs. 
The world coald spore eveiy human being 
who was living when the first sentence 
of these papers was written ; its destinies 
wonld be safe in the hands of the men and 
women of twBDty-five years and under. 

This book waa written for a generation 
which knew nothing or next to nothing of 
war, and hardly dreamed of it ; which felt 
as if invention mnst have exhausted itself in 
tiie miracles it had already wrought. To- 
day, in a small seO'Side village of a few 
hondred inhabitants, I see the graveyard 
fluttering with little flags that mark the 
soldiers' graves ; we read, by the light the 
rocks of Pennsylvania have famished for 
us, oU that is most important in the morn- 
ing papers of the civilised world ; the light- 
ning, so swift to run our errands, stands 
shining over ns, white and steady as the 
moonbeams, burning, but unoonsumed ; we 
talk with people in the neighbouring cities 
OS if they were at our elbow, and as oar 
equipages flash along the highway, the silent 
bicycle glides by us and disappears in the 
distance. All these since 1857, and how 



madi more than tbeee chuiges in our every- 
day conditions i I can say withoat offence 
to-day tliat which called out the moat angry 
feelings and the hardest language twenty- 
five years ago. I may doubt everything 
to-day if I will only do it civilly. 

I cannot make over again the book and 
tbosa which followed it, and I will not try 
(o mend old garmenta with new cloth. Let 
the sensible reader take it for granted that 
the author would agree with him in chang- 
ing whatever be would alter, in leaving out 
whatever he would omit, if it seemed worth 
white to tamper with what was finished long 
ago. The notes which have been added will 
not interrupt the currant of the conversa- 
tionil narrative. 

1 can never be too grateful for the tokens 
of regard which these papers and those which 
followed them have brooght me. The kind- 
nest of my far-off Mraids has sometimea over- 
taxed my power of replying to them, but 
they maybe aasared tiiat their pleasant words 
were always welcome, however insufficiently 
acknowledged. 

I have experienced the friendship of my 
readers so long that I cannot help anticipat- 
ing some measure of its continuance.' If I 
chonld feel the burden of correspondence too 
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liesTJly in tlie coining yeuw, I detdra to re- 
oord in kdvanoe my gimtitnde to those wbou 
I may not be able to thank bo fully and M> 
omrdiollj m I could dedn. 



THE AUTOCRAT'S AUTOBIOGRAPHY. 



Thb interraptioii referred to in the first 
■entence of the fintof these papers wu jnet 
a qotrter of a centarj in dnration. 

Two articles entitled "The Autocrat ol 
the Breakfast-Table" will be fonnd in the 
Jfeto England Mayaxine, formerly pablished 
in Boston by J. T. and E, Bu(^ingham. 
The date of the first of these articles is Nov- 
ember 1S31, and that of the second February 
. 1832. Whan The AOantic Mtmtldy was 
b<^(nn, twenty-five years afterwards, and 
the author was asbed to write for it, the 
recollection of these crade prodnots of his 
uncombed literary boyhood snggeated the 
thought that it would be a curious eiperi- 
meat to shake the same bough again, and 
see if the ripe fruit were better or worse 
than tbe early windfalls. 

So began this series of papers, which 
naturally brings those earlier attempts to 
my own notice and that of some few friends 



who were idle enough to read them at the 
time of their pablicstion. The man is 
father to the boy thatwM, and I am mj own 
SOD, aa it aeema to me, in thooe papeiB of 
the Ntw England Magasine. If I find it 
hiud to pardon the boy's hxitB, otliers 
wonld find it harder. They will not, there- 
fore, be reprinted here, nor, aa I hope, any- 

Bnt a leotence w two from them will 
perhaps bear reproducing, and with these I 
trust the gentle reader, if that hind being 
still breathes, will be contented. 

—" It is a capital plan to carry a taMet witli 
you, and, when yen find yourself felicitous, take 
notes ot your own oonvarBation. " — 

— "When I feel inclined to read poetry I take 
down my Dictionary. The poetry of words is 
qnlte aa beantifnl as that of sentences. The 
author may arrange the gems eSectively, but 
their shape and lustre have been given by the 
attrition of ages. Bring me the finest simile ftom 
the whole range ot imaginative writing, and I 
will show you a single word which convejB a 
more prafound, a more accurate, and a more elO' 
(juent analogy." 

— " Once on a time, a notion was started, tliat 
if all the people in the world would shont at once, 
it might be heard in the moon. So the projectors 



agreed itahonlclbedDiieliijuBt ten years. Some 
tboiuand ahiploadB of chroDometerB were die- 
tribnted to the selectmen and other great folks 
of all the different nationa. For a ;ear before- 
hand, nothing else waa taUced about bnt the 
awful uoiae that was to be made on tbe great 
occasion. When the time came, eTarjbody had 
their cars so wide open, to hear the nniversal 
^aouktion of Boo, — the word agreed iipon, — 
that nobody spoke except a deaf man in one of 
the Fejee Islanda, and a woman in Pekin, so 
that the world was never so still since the 
cwation."— 

There was nothing better than these 
things, and there waa not a little that waa 
much worse. A fonng fellow of two or 
three and twenty has as good a right to 
spoil a magazine-fDll of easays in learmng 
how to write, as an oculiet like Wenzcl had 
to spoil his hatful of eyes in learning how 
to operate for cataract, or an iUgatii like 
Brununel to point to an armfnl of failures in 
the attempt to achieve a perfect neck-tie. 
Thia son of mine, whom t have not seen for 
these twenty-five years, generously counted, 
waa a aalf-willed youth, alwaya too ready to 
utter his unchastiaed fancies. He, like too 



unr^-flB, Google 



therefore helped to fill the market with that 
uDripe fruit which his father says in one of 
these papers abouDils in the marts of hiB 
native country. All these bygone short- 
comioga he would hope are forgiven, did he 
not feel aure that very few of his readers 
Imow anything about them. In taking the 
old name for the new papers, he felt bound 
to say that he bad uttered onwise things 
under that title, and if it shall appear that 
hia unwisdom has not diminished by at least 
balf while his years have doubled, he pro- 
mises not to repeat the experiment if he 
should live to doable them again and beorane 
his own grandfather. 

OLIVSB WENDELL HOLMES. 
Bosnul, SaxmitT 1, 1818. 
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THE AUTOCEAT 
THE BEEAKFAST.TABLE. 



I WAS jiut going to say, when I vas 
interrupted, that one of the many ways 
of classifying minds is under the heads of 
arithmetical and algebnucal intellectt. All 
economical and practical wisdom is an 
extension or Tatiation of the following 
arithmeticalformola: 2 + 2=4. EverypUlo- 
sophical proposition has the more general 
character of the eipreaaion a + b-c. We are 
mere operatives, empirics, and egotists, antil 
we learn to think in letters instead of Sgurea. 
They all stared. There ie a divinity- 
student lately come among us to whom I 
commonly address remarks like the above, 
allowing him to take a certain share in the 
conversatiun, so far oa assent or pertinent 
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qnestioiiB are involved. He abnaed his 
liberty on thia occasion by presnming to say 
that Leibnitz bad the same obaervatioiu — 
No, sir, I repliBd, he has not. But he said 
t, mighty good thing about mathamatics, 
that sonnds something like it, and you found 
it, not in (he original, but quoted by Dr. 
Thomas Reid. I will tell the company 
what he did Bay, one of these days. 

^If I belong to a Society of Mutual Ad- 
miration T — I blush to lay that I do not at 
this present moment. I ouce did, however. 
It was the first association to which I ever 
heard the term applied ; a body of scientific 
yoong men in a great foreign city' who 

1 The "bodj of scienttflo yonng men in a great 
foreign clt; " wss the OacitU d'Observatlon Medlcnle, 
or FuiB, of wWcH M. Lonla hm proaiiioiit. and MM. 

members. They agreed In admiring their Jnatlr- 
lioaoilttd president, and Itough'. highly of some of 
their laaoeiates, who have eiaoe made good their 
promise of distinction. 

About the time when Oieae pipera were pnbliahed, 
the Bsturda; Club was lOuBded, or, nthcr, foond 
itself In eiUteDce withont any organiaation, almoat 
without psientag^ Itwaa nalnnl enongb thatSBCh 
men as Emerson, Longfellow, Agaa^ Peirce, with 
Hawthnme, Motley, Sumner, when within reach, and 
others who would be good company for them, should 
meet and dine logether once In a while, as the; did. 
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admired their teacher, and to Bome extent 
each other. Hanj' of them deBerved it ; 
titej have become famous aince. It amuees 
me to hear the talk of one of those beings 
deodibed by Thackeray — 

"Letters four do form his name"— 
about a social development vhich belongs 
to the very noblest stage of civilisation. 
All generous companies of artists, authors, 
philanthropists, men of science, ore, or ought 
to be. Societies of Mutual Admiration. A 
man of genius or any kind of superiority, is 
notdebarredfrom admitting the same quality 
in another, nor the other from retnmiiig his 
admiratioD. They may even sasociate to- 
gether and continue to think highly of each 
other. And so of a dozen such men, if any 
one place is fortunate enough to hold so 

still liilTiB, irltb atbei and newer memben, still meet 
and diDfl. Tf Aome or them had not admired each 
other the; irould hsTe been eiceptloni in the vorld 
of letters and scienoB. The club dejerves being re- 
membered for having no conatltutlon or by-lawa, fOr 
nuldng no apeechea, reading no iw.perq, obBervlug DO 
ceremonlea, coming and gciiig at will without remark, 
and acting ont, though It did not ptoclalm the motto, 

ime and le nothing oT the Bohemitm element abont 
this clnb, but it has bad raanr good times and not a 
UtUe good talking. 
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many. The being referred to above itsaiiines 
several false premiaes. First, that men of 
science necessarilj hate each other. Secondly, 
that intimate knowledge or habitual associa- 
tion destroys our admiration of persons 
whom we esteemed highly at a distance. 
Thirdly, that a, circle of clever fellows, who 
meet together to dine and have a good time, 
have signed a conBtitatianol compact to 
glorify themselves aad to pat down him and 
the fraction of the human race not belonging 
to their nnmber. Fourthly, that it is an 
ontnige that he is not asked to join them. 

Here the company laughed a good deal, 
and the old gentleman who sits opposite 
said, "That's iti that's it!" 

J continued, for I was in the talking vein. 
As to clever people's hating each other, I 
think o little extra talent does sometimes 
make people jealous. They become irritated 
by perpetual attempts and failures, and it 
hurts their tempera and dispositions. Un- 
pretending mediocrity is good, and genius m 
glorious ; but a weak flavour of genius in an 
essentially common person is detestable. It 
spoils the grand neutrality of a common- 
place character, as the rinsings of an un- 
washed wine-glass spoil a draught of fair 
water. No wonder the poor fellow we spoke 
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of, who always belongs to this class of 
sli(^tly flavoured mediocrities, is pnzzled 
and vexed by the strange sight of a dozen 
men of capacity working and playing together 
in harmony. He and hia fellows are always 
fighting. With them familiarity naturally 
breeds contempt. If they ever praise each 
other's bad drawings, or broken-winded 
novels, or spavined verses, nobody ever sup- 
posed it was from admiration ; it was simply 
a contract between themselves and a pab- 
lisher or dealer. 

If the Mutuals have really nothing among 
them worth admiring, that alters the ques- 
tion. But if they are men with noble powers 
and qualities, let me tell you that, next to 
youthful love and family affections, there is 
no human sentiment better than that which 
unites the Societies of Mutual Admiration. 
And what would litoratore or art be without 
such assotnations ? Who can tell what we 
owe to the Mutual Admiration Society of 
which Shakeapeare, and Ben Jonson, and 
Beaumont and Fletcher were members ? Or 
to that of which Addison and Steele formed 
the centre, and which gave us the Specloisr ? 
Or to that where Johnson, and Goldsmith, 
and Burke, and Keynolds, and Beanclerk, 
and BiMwell, most admiring among all ad- 
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mirers, met together ? Was there any great 
harm in the fact that the Irvinge and Panl- 
diug wrote in compaii; T or any iiiipardoii«ble 
cabal in Uie literary union of VorpUnck and 
Bryant and Sands, and as many more as 
they choee to asaociate with thetn T 

The poor creatare does not know what he 
is talking about when he abuses thii noblest 
of institutions. Let him inspect its mysteries 
through the knot-hole he has secured, but 
not use that orifice as a medium for his pop- 
gnn. Such a society is the crown of a 
literary metropolis ; if a town has not material 
for it, and spirit and good feeling enough to 
organise it, it is a, mere caravansary, St for 
a man of genius to lodge in, but not to live 
in. Foolish people hate, and dread, and 
envy sach an association of men of varied 
powers and influence, because it is lofty, 
serene, impregnable, and, by the necessity 
of the case, eicIuHive. Wise ones are prouder 
of the title M. S, M. A. than of all their 
other honours pat together. 

— All generous minds have a horror of 
what are commonly called "facts." They 
are the brute beasts of the intellectnal do- 
main. Who does not know fellows that 
alwayi have an ill-conditioned fact or two 
which they lead after them into decent ctan- 



pan; like so majiy bull-dogs, ready to let 
them slip at every ingeuioas aaggestiou, or 
<i<mveiueiit general isation, or pleasant fancy? 
I allow no "facts" at tiua table. What! 
Becanse bread is good and wholesome, and 
necesaary and nonnBhiog, shall you thrust 
a crumb into my windpipe while I am 
talking ? Do not these muscles of mine 
repreBent a hnndred loaves of bread ! and 
ia not my thought the abstract of ten 
thousand of these crumbs of truth with 
which yOD would choke off my speech T 

[The above remark must be conditioned 
and qualified for the vulgar mind. The 
reader will, of course, understand the precise 
amount of seaaoning which must be added 
to it before he adopts it as one of the asioma 
of his life. The speaker disclaims all re- 
BpoDsibility for its abuse in incompetent 
hands,] 

This business of conversation is a very 
■erioas matter. There are men whom it 
weakens one to talk with an hour more than 
a day's fasting would do. Mark this which 
I am going to say, for it is as good as a 
working professional man's advice, and costs 
you nothing : It is better to lose a pint of 
blood from your veins than to have a nerve 
tapped. Nobody meaaures your nervous 
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force as it mns away, uor bandages jroor 
brain and marrow after the operation. 

There are men of eeprit who are exces- 
sively exhausting to Some people. They are 
talken who have what may be called tlie 
j«riy minds. Their thoughts do not run in 
the natural order of sequence. They say 
hrigbt things on all possible sobjecta, but 
their zigzags rack yon to death. After a 
jolting half-hour with one of these jerky 
companions, talking with a dull friend affords 
great relief. It is like taking the cat in 
your lap after holding a sqnirreL 

What a comfort a dull but kindly person 
is, to be sare, at times I A ground-glass 
shade over a gaa-hunp does not bring more 
solace to our dazzled eyes than sach a one 
to onr minds. 

" Do not dull people bore yoa T" said one 
v^ot the lady-boarders, —the same who sent 
me her autograph -book last week with a re- 
quest for a few original stanzas, not remem- 
bering that The PactoUan pays me five dollars 
a line for everything I write in its columns. 
V "Madam," said I (she and tlie century 
^were in their teens together), "all men are 
bores, except when we want them. There 
never was but one man whom I would troat 
with my latch-key." 
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" Who might that favoured person be?" 

— The men of genius that I fancy most, 
have erectile heads like the cobra'di-capello. 
You remember trhat they tell of William 
Finkney, the great pleader ; how in hia 
eloquent paroxysms the veins of his neck 
wonld swell, and his face flush, and bis eyes 
glitter, outil be seemed on the verge of 
apoplexy. The hydranlic arrangements for 
supplying the brain with blood are only 
second in importance to its own organisatiou. 
The bolbons-headed fellows who steam well 
when they are at work are the men that 
draw big andiencea and give us marrowy 
books and pictures. It is a good sign ti> 
have one's feet grow cold when he is writing. 
A great writer and speaker once told me 
that he often wrote with his feet in hot 
water ; but for this, alt bis blood would have 
run into his head, as the mercnry sometimes 
withdraws into the ball of a thermometer. 

— You don't suppose that my remarks 
made at this table are like so many poat- 
age-stomps, do you, — each to be only once 

1 The lYssIiH on SolUvde Is not so n^ueatl; seen 
lyLDg about on UbTAry tables ab io our younger iayz 
1 Tsmembei Ibat I alvtara respected the title, and let 
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attered ! If joa do, yon are laiBtakea. He 
most be a poor creature trho doea not often 
repeat himBelf. Imagine the author of the 
excellent piece of advice, "Know thyself," 
never allnding to that seatimeDt agun dnriug 
the conrae of a protracted existence I Why, 
the truths a man carries about with faiu are 
his tools ; and do yon think a carpenter is 
bound to use the same plana but once to 
unooth a knotty board with, or to hai^ up 
his hammer after it has driven its first nail T 
I shall never repeat a conversatiDn, but an 
idea often. I shall use the same typea when 
I like, but not commonly the same stereo- 
tj>pes. A thought ia often original, though 
you have uttered it a hondred times. It 
has come to you over a new route, by a new 
and express train of aasociatiotu. 

Sometimes, but rarely, one may be caught 
making the same speech twice over, and yet 
be held blameless. Thus, a certain lecturer, 
after performing in on inland city, where 
dwellf a lUtiratriee of note, was invited to 
meet her and others over the social tea-cup. 
She pleasantly referred to hia many wander- 
ings in hia new occupation. "Yes," he re- 
plied, "I am like the Huma,' the bird that 

1 It ms ui («[(eBble Incident o[ two conMcutive 
visits to Hartrbrd, Coon., tiut 1 met there Uie late 
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neveT liglits, being always in the cars, as he 
ia always on the wing." — Years elapted. 
The lecturec visited the same place once 
more for the same purpose. Another social 
cup after the lecture, and a second meeting 
with the distingaiBhed lady. "Yon are 
constantly going from place to place," she 
«aid. — "Yes," he answered, "lorn like the 
Hama, " — and Snished the sentence as before. 
What horrora, when it flashed over him 
that he had mode this fine speech, word for 
word, twice over ! Yet it was not true, as 
tiie lady might perhaps have fairly inferred, 
that he had embelhshed his conversation 
with the Hnma doily daring that whole 
interval of years. On the contrary, he had 
never once thought of the odious fowl nntil 
the Tecurrence of precisely the same circum- 
stances brought up precisely the same idea. 
He ODght to have been proud of the accuracy 
of his mental adjostments. Given certain 
factors, and a sound brain should always 
evolve the same fixed product with the cer- 
bunty of Babbage's calculating machine. 

Xts, glgonme^. the B«coad meeting recaUed tlie 
flnt, BDd with it tlie aUiuloa to the Hume, whidi bird 
!Iei. Eng- 



— What a Hatire, by the way, la that 
machine on the mere matbematiciaii 1 A 
FrankeDatein-monater, a thing without brains 
and nithout heart, too stupid to make a 
blunder; which tarns oat reaolts like a 
comaheller, and never grows any wiser or 
better, Hiough it grind a thousand buabels 
of them I 

I have an immense respect for a man of 
talents plui "the mathenuiticB." Bat the 
calcnlating power alone should seem to be 
the least human of qualities, and to have the 
smallest amount of reason in it; since a 
machine can be made to do the work of three 
or four calculators, and better than any one 
of them. Sometimes I have been troubled 
that I bad not a deeper intuitive apprehen- 
sion of the relations of nambera. But the 
triumph of the ciphering hand-organ has 
consoled me. I always fancy I can bear the 
wheeb clicking in a calculator's brain. The 
power of dealing with nambera is a kind of 
"detached lever " arrangement, which may 
be put into a mighty poor watch. I suppose 
it is abont as common as the power of moving 
the ears yolontarily, which is a moderately 
rare endowment. 

— Little localised powers, and little narrow 
streaks of specialised knowledge, are things 
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men are very j^t to be conceited sboat. 
Nature ia very wiae ; bat for this encouraging 
principle how many small talente and little 
accomplislinieiita would be neglected I Talk 
about conceit as much aa you like, it ia to 
human character what salt is to the ocean ; 
it keeps it sweet and renders it endurable. 
Say rather it is like the natural tuiguent of 
the sea-fowl's plumage, which enables him 
to shed the rain that falls on him and the 
wave in which he dips. When one has had 
all his conceit taken out of him, when he 
has lost all his illusious, his feathers will 
soon Book through, and he will fly no more. 

"So yon admire conceited people, do 
yoQ !" said the young lady who has come to - 
the city to be finished off for — the datiea 
of life. 

I am afraid you do not study logic at your 
school, my dear. It does not follow that I 
wish to be pickled in brine becanse I like a 
salt-water plunge at Nahant. I say that 
conceit is just as natural a thing to human 
minds as a centre is to a circle. Bnt little- 
minded people's thoughts move in aaoh 
small circles t^at five minutes' conversation 
gives you an arc long enough to determine 
their whole cnrve. An arc in the movement 
of a large intellect does not sensibly differ 
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from s Btnight line. Even if it have the 
third vowel as ita centre, it doea not toon 
betray it. The highest thought^ that is, is 
the most aeemioglf imperaonal ; it does not 
obvioiuly impljr any individoal centoe. 

Andacione Belf-eateem, with good gnrand 
for it, ta always impoung. What resplen- 
dent beauty that moat have been which conld 
have authorised Fhryne to "peel" in the 
way she did I What fine speeches are these 
two: "Noa omnia moriar," and "I have 
taken all knowledge to be my province"! 
Even in common people, conceit has the 
virtue of making them cheerful ; the man 
who thinks his wife, his baby, his honae, 
his horse, his dog, and himself severally 
nneqnalled, is almost sare to be a good- 
hiunonred person, though liable to be tedious 

— What are the great faults of cooveraa- 
~ tion? Want of ideas, want of words, want 
of manneni, are the principle ones, I suppose 
yon think. I doa't doubt it, but I will tell 
yon what I have fonnd qwil more good talks 
than anything else;— long aigninenta on 
special points between people who differ on 
Uie fundamental principles upon which these 
points depend. No men can have satisfactory 
relations with each other until they have 
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agreed on certain vUimala of belief not to 
be disturbed in ordin&ry coaversation, and 
n n l^tfM tbey have aense enough to trace the 
■eooudary queetioiu depending npon these 
ultimate beliefs to their source. In short, 
jost as a written constitation is essential to 
the best social order, ao a code of finalities 
is « necessaiy condition of profitable talk 
between two persons. Talking is like play- 
ing on the harp ; there is as much in laying 
tbe band on the strings to stop their vibro- 
tioQS OS in twanging them to bring oat Uieir 

— Do you mean to say the pun-question is 
not clearly settled in your minds T Let roe 
lay down the law upon tbe subject Life 
and language are alike sacred. Homicide 
and verbiddt^that is, violent treatment of 
a word with fatal results to its Intimate 
meaning, which is its life— ore alike for- 
bidden. Manslaughter, which is the mean- 
ing of tiie one, is tbe some as man's laughter, 
which is the end of the other. A pun is 
praad faeU «a insult to tbe person you are 
talking with. It implies utter indifference 
to or sublime contempt for his remarks, no 
matter how serious. I speak of total de- 
pravity, and one says all that is written on 
the subject is deep raving. I have committed 
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my self -respect by talking with snch a person. 
I shoold like to commit him, hnt cannot, 
becaaao ha is a noisaiice. Or I speak of 
geological convalsions, and he auks me what 
was the cosine of Noah's ark ; also, whether 
the Deluge was not a deal kager than any 
modem ioandation. 

A pan does not commonly justify a blow 
in return. But if a blow were given for such 
cause, and death ensued, the jary would be 
judges both of the facts and of the pun, and 
might, if the latter were of on aggravated 
character, return a verdict of justdfiable 
homicide. Thus, in a cose lately decided 
before Miller, J., Doe presented Roe a sub- 
scription paper, and urged the claims of 
BuiFering humanity. Eoe replied by aeking, 
When charity was like a top? It was in 
evidence that Doe preserved a dignified 
silence. Boe then said, " When it begins 
to hum." Doe then — and not tilt then — 
struck Boe, and bis head happening to hit a 
hound volume of the Monthly Rag-Bag and 
SU>len Miecellany, intense mortification en- 
sued, with a fatal result. The chief laid 
down his notions of the law to his brother 
justices, who unanimously replied. "Jest 
so. " The chief rejoined, that no man should 
jest so without being punished for it, and 
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charged for the prisooer, who voa acquitted, 
and the pnn ordered to be homed by the 
aheri£ The bound volnme was forfeited m 
a deodaud, but not claimed. 

People that make puns are like wanton 
boys that put coppers on the railroad tracks. 
They amuse tbenuelTes and other children, 
but their little trick may npaet a freight 
train of courersatdon for the sake of a battered 



I will thank you, B. F., to bring down 
two books of which I will mark the places 
on this slip of paper. (While he is gone, 
I may say that this boy, our landlady's 
youngest, is called Bbnjauin Fransun, 
after the celebrated phUosopher of that name. 
A highly merited compliment. ) 

I wished to refer to two eminent anthor- 
ities. Now be so good as to listen. The 
great moralist says: "To trifle with the 
vocabulary which is the vehicle of social 
interooutse is to tamper with the ourroncy 
of human intelligence. He who would violate 
the sanctities of his mother tongue would 
mvade the recesses of the paternal till with- 
out remorse, and repeat the banquet of 
Saturn without on indigestion." 

And, once more, listen to the historian. 
"The Puritans hated pnns. The Bishops 
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were notflrionsly addicted to them. The 
Lords Temporal carried them to the verge 
of license. Majesty itself mnat have its 
royal quibble. ' Ye bo burly, my Lord ot 
Burleigh,' said Queen Elizabeth, 'hot ye 
■ball moke less etir in oar realm than my 
Lord of Leiceiter.' The gravest wisdom 
and &e highest breeding lent their atmction 
to the practice. Lord Bacon playfully de- 
clared himaelf a descendant of 'Og, the Eiog 
of Baiihan. Sir Philip Sidney, with his last 
breath, reproached the ioldier who brought 
him water, for woating ft casqnefol upon a 
dying man. A courtier, who taw Othello 
performed at the Olobe Theatre, remarked 
that the blackamoor was a brute, and not a 
man. 'Thou hast reason,' replied a great 
Lord, 'according to Plato hia saying; for 
this be a two-legged animal wUA feathers.' 
The fatal habit became universaL The latt- 
gnage was corrupted. The infection spread 
to the national conacience. Politioal double- 
dealings naturally grew out of verbal double- 
meanings. The teeth of the new dragon 
were aown by the Cadmus who introduced 
the alphabet of equivocation. What waa 
levity in the time of the Tndora grew to 
regidde and revolntiou in the age of the 
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Who was that boarder that just whispered 
■oaethiiig aboat the MocaiiUj-floweFe of 
literature! — There was a dead ailenoe. — I 
uud calmlir, I shall henceforth conBider any 
intemption by a pan as a hint to change my 
boacding-house. Do not plead my example. 
If / have used any such, it has been only aa 
a Spartan father would show ap a dnmken 
helot. We have done with them. 

— If a logical mind ever found ont any- 
thing with ita l<^c ? — I ahould say that ita 
most freqnent work was to baild a poiu 
otinorum oTcr chasms which shrewd poople 
can bestride without snch a stmctnre. Yon 
oan hire logic, in tiie shape of a lawyer, to 
prove tmything that you want to prove. 
Yon can buy treatises to show that Napoleon 
never lived, and that no battle of Bunker- 
hill was ever fought. The great minda are 
those with a wide span,* which couple truths 
related to, but far removed from, each other. 
Logicians carry the surveyor's chain over the 
tntck of which these are the true explorers. 
I value a man mainly for his primary ralv 
lionB with truth, aa I understand truth, — 
not fi»' any secondary artifice in handling 

1 There is someUiIiig like tb!3 In J. H. Nemum's 
nnunnutr oj AiieyU, See Ciaracln-ulin, arranged by 
W. S. Ully, p. 81. 
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his ideoa. Some of the sharpest men in 
argument are notorioualy anaoiiDd in judg- 
ment. I Bhonid not tmat the coonaal ot ft 
clever debater, any more than that of a good 
chesB-plajer. Either may of coime advias 
wisely, but not necesaarily because he 
wrangles or playa welL 
•■k. The old gentleman who sita opposite got 
his hand np, as a pointer lifta his forefoot, 
at the exprassion, ' ' hia relations with tmth, 
as I nnderatand tratb," and when I had 
done, sniffed audibly, and said I talked like 
a transcendentaliat. For bis part, oommon 
sense was good enough for him. 

I^reciselyso.mydeaisir, I replied, comtnim 
sense, at yott vndtrttand it. We all have to 
asaame a standard of jndgment in our own 
minds, either of things or persons. A man 
who is willing to take another's opinion has 
to exercise his judgment in the choice of 
whom to follow, which is often as nice a 
matter as to judge of thinga for one's-self. 
On the whole, I had rather judge men's 
miuda by comparing their thoughts with my 
own, than judge of thoughts by knowing 
who ntter them. I must do one or the other. 
It does not follow, of course, that I may not 
recognise another man's thoughts as broader 
and deeper than my own ; but that does not 



neceBsarily change mj opinion, otberwiae 
this would be at the mercy of every superior 
mind that held a different one. How many 
of our most cherished beliefe are like those 
drinking-glaaaea of the ancient pattern, that 
serve ua well ao long aa we keep them in our 
band, hut spill all if we attempt to set them 
down I I have sometimes compared con- 
Tersation to the Italian game of mora, in 
which one player lifts hia hand with bo many 
fingers extended, and the other gives the 
nntnber if he can. I show my thought, 
another his ; if they agree, well : if they 
differ, we find the largest common factor, 
if we can, bat at any rate avoid disputing 
about remainderB and fractions, which is to 
real talk wliat tuning an inatmlnent ia to 
playing on it. 

— What if, instead of talking this morn- 
ing, I should read you a copy of veraas, 
'with critical remarks by the author? Any 
of the company cot) retire that like. 

ALBUM TERSES. 

When Ere had led her lord away. 
And Cain had killed hia brother, 

The staja and flaweni, the poeta aay. 
Agreed with one another 
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To cheat tlie cnnniiig tempter'a art. 

And taicli ths race its duty, 
By keeping on its vfioked heart 

Thdr eyes of light and heanty, 
A. million sleepless lids, they say. 

Will be at least a wanting ; 
And BO the flowers would walch by day, 

The stars from eve to morning. 
On hill and prairie, field and lawn. 

Their dewy eyes aptuming, 
The flowers still watch from reddening dawn 

Till western skies are burning. 
Alas 1 each hour at daylight tells 

A. tale of shame so crushing, 
That some tarn white as sea-bleached sheik, 

And lome are always bloahing. 
But when the patient stars look down 

On all tlieii light discovers. 
The traitor's smile, the mmderer's frown. 

The lips of lying lovers. 
They try to shut their saddening eyes. 

And in the yaia endesvour 
We see them twinkling in the skies, 

And so they wink for ever. 
Wbat do you think of these versea, ray 
friends 1 — la that piece oa impromptn ? aaid 
my landlady's danghtar. (JKt IB-i-. Ten- 
der-eyed blonde. Long ringlets. Cameo 
■ pin. Gold penoil-case on a chain. Locket 
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Bracelet. Album. Autograph book. Ac- 
cordeon. Reads Bttoh, Tnpper, and Syl- 
vaunB Cobb, Junior, vhile her mother makes _ 
the puddingfi. Says "Yes!" wheu you tell 
hsr anything.}— Oui el turn, ma pttUe, — Yes 
and no, my child. Five of the Eeven venes 
were written off-hand : the other two took 
a week, — that is, were banging ronnd the 
deak in a ragged, forlorn, nnrhymed condi- 
ti<m ai long as that. All poets will tell yon 
just EQch storieB. Cett le dernixr pat qui 
eoule. Don't yon know how hard it is (or 
BOme people to get out of a room after their 
visit is really over* They want to be of^ 
and yon want to have tham off, but they 
dont know how to manage it. One would 
think they had been bnilt in your parlonr 
or stndy, and were waitieg to be lannched. 
I have contrived a aort of ceremonial inclined 
plane for anch visitors, which, being lubri- 
oated with certain smooth phrases, I back 
them down, metaphorically speaking, atem- 
foretnost, into their "native element," the 
great ocean of out-doora. Well, now, there 
are poeins as hard to get rid of as these rxiial 
visitors. They come in glibly, use up all 
the Berviceable rhymes, day, ray, heautg, 
dutg, tiAa, eyu, other, broker, moantotn, 
yiWRfain, and the like ; and so they go on 
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until you think it is time tor the wind-np, 
but the wind-up won't come on any terms. 
So the; lie about until you get aick of the 
sight of thein, and end by thrnsting aome 
cold scrap of a final couplet upon them, and 
turning them out of doors. I suspect a good 
manj " impromptus " could tell just such a 
story as the above. — Here tamtog to our 
landlady, I used an illustration which pleased 
the company much at the time, and has 
since been highly commended. "Madam," 
I said, ' ' you can pour three gills and three 
qoartere of honey from that pint jug, if it is 
fnll, in less than one minute ; but, Madam, 
yon could not empty that last quarter of a 
gill, though yon were turned into a marble 
Hebe, and held the vessel upaide down for 
a thousand years." 

One gets tired to death of the old, old 
rhymes, such as you see in that copy of 
verses, — which I don't mean to abase or to 
praise either. I always feel as if I were a 
cobbler, putting new tap-laathem to an old 
pair of boot-soles and bodies, when I am 
fitting sentiments to these venerable jingles. 

momiDg 

truth 
warning 
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Nine-tenths of the "Jnvenile Poems" 
written spring out of the above mnsical and 
Biiggeative coincidences. 

"Yea!" aaid our landlady's daughter. 

I did not address the following remark to 
her, and I trust, from her limited range of 
reading, bIiq will never see it ; I eaid it softly 
to my next neighbour. When tt young 
female wears a flat circular side-curl, gummed 
on each temple, — when she walks with a 
male, not arm in arm, but big arm agoinat 
the backofhera, — ^and when she says "Yes!" 
with the note of interrogation, you are 
generally safe in asking her what wages she 
gets, and who the "feller" was yon iaw her 

"What were you whispering!" said the 
daughter of the hoose, moistening her lips, 
as she spoke, in a very engaging manner. 

"I was only laying down a principle of 
social diagn(«is." 

"Yes!" 

— It is cnriouB to see how the same wants 
and tastes find the same implements and 
modes of expresBion ia all times and places. 
The young ladies of Otaheite, as you may see 
in Cook's Yoyaga, had a sort of crinoline 
arroDgement fully equal in radius to thi) 
largest spread of our own kdy-baskats. 
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Wbea I fling a Bay-8t«ta shawl over my 
■bonldan, I am only taking > leaMm from 
the climate vhich the Indian had leaned 
before me. A Uonitef-shawl we call it, and 
not a plaid ; and we wear it like the abori- 
ginea, and not like the Highlanders. 

— We are the Romana of the modem world, 
— the great assimilating people. Conflicts 
and conqneets are, of conree, necesaaiy aed- 
dents with us, as with our prototypes. And 
BO we came to their style of weapon. Ooi 
army sword is the short, stiff, pointed gladtua 
of the Ronuuu ; and the American bowie- 
knife is the same tool, modified to meet 
the daily wanta of dvil society. I aunoonoa 
at this table an axiom not to be fonnd in 
Moatesquien or the journals of Congress ; — 

The race that shortens its weapons, 
lengthens its boondaries. 

Corollary. It wae the Polish lanee that 
left Poland at last with nothing of her own 
to bound. 

' Dropped from har nerveless grssp the shattered 
spear/" 

What hnsinesa had Sarmatia to be fighting 
for liberty with a fifteen feet pole between 
her and the breasts of her enemies I If she 
had but clutched the old Boman and yonng 
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dmericMi weapon, koA come to c1o«e qnarten, 
there might h&ve been a chance for her ; but 
it would have spoiled the beat paasage in 
The PUasarea (^ Hope. 

— Self -iDMle men ? — Well, yes. Of oonrae 
everybody likea and respecta self-made men. 
It ii a great deal better to be made in that 
WKf than not to be made at all. Are any of 
yon yenitger people old enongh to remember 
that Irishman'^ house on the manh at Com- 
bridgeport, which honae ha built from drain 
to chimney-top with his own handa I It took 
liim a good many yean to build it, and one 
could aee that it waa a HttU out of plumb, 
and a little wavy in outline, and a little queer 
and nncertaiu in general aapect A r^olar 
hand could certainly have built a better 
honae ; but it was a very good houaa for a 
"aelf-made" carpenter's house, and people 
praised it, and Euid how remarkably well 
Hie Irishman bad ancceeded. They never 
thought of praising the fine blocks of houses 
a little farther on. 

Your self-made man, whittled into shape 
with his own jack-knife, deaervea more credit, 
if that is all, than the regular engine-turned 
article, shaped by the moet approved pattern, 
and French-polished by society and travel 
Bat aa to eaying that one is every way the 



eqnsl of the other, tliat ia another matter. 
The right of strict Bocial diBcrimiiution of 
oil things and persona, occonling to their 
mertta, native or acquired, is one of the most 
precioiu repnbUcan privileges. I take the 
liberty to exercise it irben I say that, other 
things being equal, in most relations of life I 
prefer a man of family. 

What do I mean by a man of family T — Oh, 
1 11 give yon s geoei^l idea of what I mean. 
Let ns give him a first-rate fit ont ; it costs 
us nothing. 

Fonr or five generations of gentlemen and 
gentlewomen ; among them a member of his 
Majesty's Council for the Province, a Gover- 
nor or BO, one or two Doctoca of Divinity, a 
member of Congress, not later than the tdme 
of long boots with tassels. 

Family portraits.' The member of the 

1 The fim-lengtli picturea by Coplej I vu thtDling 
□r are aach as ma; be seen In the Memorial H^ of 
Harvard University, but nuuiy are to be met with In 
different parts ot New England, sometimes in the 
pOBseSBloo ot the poor descendants of the rich gentle- 
folks la Itce rsBIea and glistening satins, gtandees 
and gnind damea ot the antl-KevoluUooaiy period. 
1 remomber one poor old gentleman who had nothing 
left ot Ills fainilr poaaeBSiona but the full-length por- 
ti^t« of his anuatoTs, the Counsellor and hia lady, 
saying, wltliagleam of thepleasantiywblchliadcoms 
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Council, b; Smibert, The great merchont- 
nncle, by Copley, fall length, flitting in his 
ann-cbair, in a velvet cap and flowered robe, 
with a globe by him, to show the range of 

down (torn Uw dajg ot UiUier Sflea, and " Balcli the 
Hatter," ind Blganmer, tbit he hired not BO badly 
after all, for he had a pair of mnnu-tadv every day 
through the "whole year. 

traditlona to myself and my contemporules, reminds 
me of the long gnccesslon of wlta and humorieU whom 
companiooBhlp haa been the delight of their genera- 
Unn, SDd who leavB nothing on record by ffhieh they 
irill be nmembered ; Yorlcha who set the table In a 
roar, etory-tellera who gave na scenes of life In mono- 
logos better than tho stilled presentments of the stage, 
and tboee always weloome friends with social interior 
famishlngH, wbose smile piovoked the wit of others, 
and whose rich musical laughter vaa its abnndant 
reward. Who among ua In my earlier days ever told a 
fltoiy or carolled a rippling chanatm so gaily. Bo easily, 
■o charmingly as John SulKian. whose memory Is Ulie 
the bieath of a long bygone anmmer! Ur. Arthur 
Olhaaii has left his monument In the stately atructurea 
lie planned ; tit. Jamei T. Fields in the pleasant 
volmnea full of preclooi recollections : but twent;^ or 

the Yankee story-teller died with the flrat, and that 
the chief of oor literary reminiaoents, whose Ideal 
pottiall-gallerj reached from Wordaworth to Swin- 
burne, left ns wlien the Beeond bowed his head atjd 

hla hoapltall^ gathered arauud him with the pictures 
to which his 111* gave Ute and action. 



30 THE iOTOCRAT OF 

hU commercial trsnsactionB, and letters witb 
large red seals lying roond, one directed 
couBpicuoiuly to The Honoarable, etc. etc, 
Great-grandmother, by the same artist; 
brown eatin, lace very fine, hands anperla- 
tive ; grand old lady, stifGsli, but imposiDg. 
Her mother, artist nnknown ; flat, angular, 
hanging sleeves ; parrot on fist. A pair of 
Stnarts, viz.^1. A Hnperb, full-blown, medi- 
eval gentleman, with a fiery dash of Tory 
blood in his veins, tempered down with that 
of a fine old rebel grandmother, and warmed 
up with the best of old India Madeira ; hie 
face is one flame of raddy sunshine ; his 
mfBed shirt rushes out of his bosom with an 
impetaons generosity, as if it would drag his 
heart after it ; and bis smile is good for 
twenty thousand dollars to the Hospital, 
besides ample bequests to all relatives and 
dependants. 2, I^dy of the same ; remark- 
able cap ; high waist, as in time of Empire ; 
bust A la Josephine; wisps of curls, like 
celery-tjps, at sides of forehead ; complexion 
clear and warm, like roae.cordiol. As for 
the miniatures by Mslbone, we don't coant 
them in the gallery. 

Books, too, with the names of old college- 
stadents in them, — family names ;— yon will 
find them at the head of their respective 
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olxsus in the days when atnidentB took rank 
on the catologae from theii' parenta'conditioii. 
Elxevin, with the Latinised appellations of 
yotitiifiil progeniton, and Hie Uber at nteiM 
on the title-page. A set of Hogarth's original 
platei. Fop«^ original edition, 15 volumea, 
London, 1717. Borpwontbe lower ahslvea, 
in folio. Tillotson on the upper, in a little 
dark platoon of octo-decimos. 

SiHne family silver ; a string of wadding 
and fnnersl rings ; the arms of the family 
□nrionaly blazoned ; the same in worsted by 
a maiden snnt. 

If Uie man of family has sn old place 
to kaep these thiogs in, furnished with 
claw -footed chairs and black mahogany 
tables, and tall bevel-edged miirora, and 
stately upright cabinets, his ontfit is corn- 
pit^. 

No, my friends, I go (always, other things 
being eqnal) for the man who inherits family 
traditions and the cumulative humanities of 
at least four or five generations. Above all 
things, as a oluld, he should have tombled 
about in a library. All men are afraid of 
books, who have not bandied them from 
infancy. Do you suppose our dear didai- 
calo*y over there ever read Foli Synopgis, or 
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coiualted Caalelli Lexicon, while he was 
growing up to their stature? Not he ; but 
virtue passed througli the hem of their pftTch- 
ment and leather gnrmeuta wbeoever he 
touched them, as the precious drugs sweated 
through the bat's handle in the Arabian 
story. I tell you he is gt home wherever he 
smelU the tuvlgorsting fragrance of Russia 
leather. No self-made man feels so. One 
may, it is true, have all the antecedents I 
have spoken of, and yet be a boor or a shabby 
fellow. One may have Done of them, and 
yet be fit for councils and courts. Then let 
them change places. Our social arrangement 
has this great beauty, that its stratii shift 
up and down as they change specific gravity, 
without being clogged by layers of preacrip- 
tion. But I still insist ou my democratic 
liberty of choice, and I go for the man with 
the gallery of family portraits against the 
one with the twenty-five- cent dagnerreotype, 
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unless I find out that the last is the bett«r 
of the two. 

— I ahonld have felt more nervous about 
the late comet if I had thought the world 
waa ripe. But it is very green yet, if I un 
not mistaken ; and besides, there is a great 
deal of coal to use up, which I cannot bring 
myself to think was made for DOthing. If 
certain things, which seem to me essential 
to a millenninm, bad come to pass, I should 
have been frightened ; bnt they haven't. 
Perhaps you would like to hear my 

LATTER-DAY WARNINGS. 

When legialntora keep the law, 

When banka dispense with bolts and locks, 
■When berries, whortle— rasp — and straw — 

Grow bigger d7ii>nioarrlf tLrougb the box,- 

When he that selteth house or land 
Shows leak in roof or flaw in right,— 

When haberdashers choose the stajkd 

Whose window hath the broadest light, — 

"When preachers tell na all Ihey think. 
And party leaders all they mean,— 

When what we pay for, that we drink. 
From real grape and coffee-bean. — 



When lawyers take what they would give, 
And doctors giv8 what ihey wonld take, — 

When city fathers eat to live. 
Save whea they fast for consciencB' Bake, — 

When one that hath a horse on sale 
Shall bring hia merit to the tonof, 

Withont a lie for every nail 
Tbkt holds the iron on the hoof,— 

When in the usual plac« foe ripa 
Our gloves are stitched with special care. 

And guarded well the whalebone tips 
Where first umbrellas need repair, — 

When Cuba's weeds have quite forgot 

The power of suction to resist. 
And claret-bottles harbour not. 

Such dimples as wonld hold your fist, — 

When publishers no longer steal, 
And pay for what they stole hefore, — 

When the first locomotive's wheel 
Rolls through the Hoosoo tunnel's bore ;' — 

■ This hoped (Or, but almost despsired o' event, 
oecurted on the Mh of February 1876. The witter of 
the above lines was as much pleased as his lellow- 
tittaens at the termioatioD ofauenterpriae vhichgave 
constant oceaslon for the moat invetente pun on 
record. WhCTi the other conditions referred to an as 
happUy fOUUed as this bu been, be will stIU say as 
before, that It is tine tOr the ascension garment to be 
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7fU then let n ntrnnlng blaze away. 
And Miller's saints blow up the globe ; 

Bat whED you see that blessed day, 
TKea ordei' your ascension robe I 

The compaDy seemed to like the verses, 
and I promised them to read othera occo- 
sioaally, if they had a mind to hear them. 
Of conrae they would not expect it every 
momjng. Neither mnat the reader sappose 
that all these things I have reported were 
said at any one breakfast-time. I have not 
taken the trouble to date them, as Baapail, 
pire, naed to date every proof he sent to 
the printer ; bat they were scattered over 
several hreakfasta ; and I have said a good 
many more things since, which I shall very 
possibly print some time or other, if I am 
urged to do it by judicious friends. 

I fio^hed off with reading some verses of 
my friend the Professor, of whom yon may 
perh^>B hear more by-and-by. The Professor 
read them, he told me, at a farewell meeting, 
where the yoimgeet of oor great historians' 

t "Ths Tonngeat of oat gmt UstorlaDs," referriH] 
to in the poem, wis John Lochrop Uotley. H[i 
nreer of ariUior^hip whs as fiUCCesHflil as It was noble, 
ma hii works are among the chief omamenlB of onr 
national Uteistore. Are repablfcs still nngntefiil, as 
of old! 
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it B few of his many friends at their ir 



Yes, ne knew we must lose him, — though friend- 
ship may claim 
Te blend her green leaves with the lanrels of fame; 
Though fondl}', at parting, we call him out own, 
'T]a the whisp«r of love when the bugle has 

As the rider who rests with the spur on the heel, — 
As the goardsman who sleeps in his corselet of 

As the archer who stands with Ms shaft on the 

He stoops from his toil to the garland we bring. 

What pictniea yet sltunber nnbom in his loom 
Till their wsTriora shall breathe and their beauUee 

shall bloom, 
'While the tapestrj^ lengthens the life-glowing 



There are triumphe untold, there are martyrs 

nnsuDg, 
There are heroes yet silent to speak with his 
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Let OB hear the proud story which time has be- 
queathed 

From lips thst are nBim with tlie freedom they 
bteathedt 

Let him smmnoD its tyrants, and tfill ns their 



The dream flashes by, for the west wiade awake 
On pampas, on prairie, o'er monntain and lake, 
To bathe the swift bark, like a aea^girdled shrine, 
With incenae they stole from the rose and the 

So fill a bright cup with the sanKght that gnahed 
When the dead snmmer's jewels were trampled 

and crushed ; 
The TauB Kkioht of LBiBKiNo,— the world 

holds him dear,— - 
Love bless him, Joy crown him, Ood speed his 
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I REALLY believe some people Bave their 
blight thODghta u being too precioiu 
for oonveraation. What do you think ftu ad- 
miring friend said the other day to one that 
was talking good things, — good enough to 
print! "Why," gaid he, "yon are wasting 
merchantable literatare, a caab article, at the 
rate, as nearly as I can tell, of fifty donars 
an hour." The talker took him to the win- 
dow and aaked him to look oat and tell what 

"Nothing but a very dusty street," he 
said, "and a man driving a sprinkling- 
machine through it. " 

" Why don't you t«ll the man he is wast- 
ing that water ? What would bo the atate 
of the highways of life if we did not drive 
our (AoKpA/-«pnnt&M through them with the 
valves open, sometimes ? 

"Besides, there is another thing about 
this talking, which you forget. It shapes 
our thoughts for ua ;^the waves of conver- 
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nation roll them as the aurf rollii tlie pebbles 
an the ehore. Let me modify the imags a 
little. I rough oat my thoughts in talk as 
an aitist models in clay. Spoken langnage 
is BO plastic, — yon can pat and coax, and 
ipread and shave, and mb oat, aod fill np, 
and stick on so easily, when you work that 
soft material, that there ia nothing like it 
for modelling. Out of it comes the shapes 
which yon turn into marble or bronze in 
yonr immortal books, if you happen to write 
sncb. Or, to nie another illuatration, writ- 
ing or printing is like shooting with a rifle ; 
yon majr hit your reader's mind, or misa it ; 
— but talking is like playing at a mark with 
a pipe of an engine ; if it ia within reach, 
and yon have time enough, you can't help 
hitting it." 

The company agreed that this lost illus- 
tration was of superior excellence, or, in the 
phrase used % them, "Foat-rate." I ac- 
knowledged the compliment, but gently 
rebuked the expreSBion. "Fast-rate," 
"prime," "a prime article," "a anperior 
piece of goods," "a handsome garment," "a 
gent in a flowered vest, " — all auch eipres- 
eiona ore final. They blaat the lineage of 
him or her who uttera them, for generations 
np and down. There is one other phrase 
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which will soon come to be decisive of a 
man'saociiil«Mu«,ifitiBiiotalreitdy. "That 
tells the whole story." It is an eipression 
which ynlgar and conceited people particu- 
larly affect, and which well-meaning onoa, 
who know better, catch from them. It is 
intended to atop all debate, like the previous 
question in the General Court. Only it 
doesn't ; simply becanBB "that" does not 
usually tell the whole, nor one-half of the 
whole story. 

— It is an odd idea, that almost all onr 
people have had a professional education. 
To become a doctor a man most study some 
tht«e years and bear a thousand lectares, 
more or less. Just how much study it talces 
to make a lawyer I cannot say, but probably 
not more than this. Now, most decent 
people hear one hundred lectures or sermons 
(durcomseB) on theology every year,— and 
this, twenty, thirty, fifty years together. 
They read a great many religious books be- 
sides. The clergy, however, rarely hear any 
sermons except what they preach themselves, 
A dull preacher might be conceived, there- 
fore, to lapse into a state of c^cui heathen- 
ism, simply for want of religious instraction. 
And, on the other hand, an attentive and 
intelligent hearer, listening to a 
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of wise teachers, might become aotoolly 
better edncated in theology than an; one of 
them. We aie all theological stadeals, and 
more of ns qualified as doctors of divinity 
than have received degrees at any of the 
nniTersities. 

It is not strange, therefore, that very good 
people should often find tt difficult, if not 
impossible, to keep their attention fixed 
upon a sermon treating feebly a subject 
which they have thought vigoroualy about 
for years, and heard able men discuss scores 
of times. I have often noticed, however, 
that a hopelessly dull discourse acta induc- 
tively, as electriciaDB would say, in developing 
strong mental cnrrentB. I am ashamed to 
think with what accompanimente and varia- 
tions and jlorieure I have sometimes followed 
the droning of a heavy speaker,— not will- 
ingly, — for my habit is reverential, — but as 
a necessary result of a slight continuous im- 
pression on the senses and the mind, which 
kept both in action without furnishing the 
food they required to work upon. If you 
ever saw a crow with a king-bird after him, 
yon will get an image of a dull speaker and 
a lively listener. The bird in sable plum- 
age flaps heavily along his straightforward 
course, while the other sails round him, over 



him, under1iim,leavefihim, cornea back again, 
tweaks out a black feather, ahoota away om^ 
more, never losing right of him, and finsllj 
reaohea the crow's perch at tbe same time the 
crow does, having cat a perfect labyrinth of 
loops and knots and spiraJa while the slow 
fowl was painfully working from one end of 
hia straight line to the other. 

[I think these remarks were received rather 
coolly. A temporary boarder from the 
cotutry, consiating of a aomewhat more than 
middle-aged female, with a parchment fore- ; 
head and a dry little " friaette " ahingling it, 
a sallow neck with a necklace of gold beads, 
a black dreaa too raaty for recent grief, and 
coatoars in boMO-rilieKO, left the table pre- 
maturely, and was reported to have been 
very virulent aboat what I said. So I went 
to my good old minister, and repeated the 
remarks, aa nearly as I coald remember them, 
to bim. He laughed good-naturedly, and said 
there was conaiderabla truth in thsm. He 
thought he could tell when people's minds 
were wandering by their looks. In the earlier 
years of his miniatry he had sometimes 
noticed tlua, when he was preaching ; — very 
little of lat« years. Sometimes, when hia 
colleagne was preaching, he observed thia 
kind of inattention ; but after all, it was not 
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soTeiyunnatimL Iwills»y,bythBway,Wiat 
it is a rale I hkve long followed, to tell my 
wont thoughts to my minuter, and my best 
thonglita to the young people I talk witii. ] 
— I want to moke Uterory confeesiou now, 
whioh I belisTe nobody baa made before me. 
You know very well that I write Tenee 
BOmetimes, becanse I bare read some of them 
at this table. (The company aasented, — 
two or three of them in a resigned sort of 
way, as I thought, as if they supposed I bad 
an epic in my pocket, and was going to read 
half a dozen books or so tor their benefit.) — 
I continued. Of conrae I write some lines 
or passages which are better than otben ; 
some wbieh, compared with the others, 
might be called relatively exceUent. It is in 
the nature of things that I should consider 
these relatively excellent lines or passages as 
absolutely good. So much must be pardoned 
to humanity. Now I never wrote a "good" 
line in my life, but the moment after it was 
written it seemed a hundred years old. 
Very commonly I bad a sudden conviction 
that I had seen it somewhere. Possibly I 
may have sometimes unconscionily stolen it, 
bnt I do not remember that I ever once de- 
tected any historical truth in these sudden 
convictions of the antiquity of my new 



thought or phrnse. I have learned utterly 
to distniat them, and never allow them to 
baUf tne ont of a thonght or line. 

This ia the philosophy of it. (Here the 
number of the company was diminished by 
a small seceeaion.) Any new tormnla which 
enddenly emerges in our conaciongneas has 
its roots in long trains of thought ; it is vir- 
tually old when it first mokes its appearance 
among tberecoguisedgrowths of our intellect. 
Any crystalline group of musical words has 
had a long and still period to form in. Here 
is one theory. 

But there is a larger law which perhaps 
oomprebends these facts. It is this. The 
rapidity with which ideas grow old in onr 
memories is in a direct ratio to the sijuares 
of their importoDca. Tteirapporent age runs 
□p miracnloasly, like the value of diamonds, 
OS they increase in magnitude. A great 
calamity, for instance, is as old as the trilo- 
bites an hour after it has happened. It 
stains backward through all the leaves we 
have tnmed over in the book of life, before 
its blot of tears or of blood is dry on the 
page we are turning. For this we seem to 
have lived; it was foreshadowed in dreams 
that we leaped out of in the cold sweat of 
terror; in the "dissolving views" of dork 
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d«y-viaionB ; all omens pointed to it ; all 
patha led to it. After the toasiiig haU-for- 
getfulnesB of tlie first sleep that follows Each 
an event, it coiDea upon na afresh, as a but- 
prise, at waking ; in a few momeats it is old 
again,— old aa etemi^. 

[I wish I had not said all this then and 
there. I might have known better. The 
pale schoolmistreei, in her monming dress, 
was looking at me, as I noticed, with a wild 
sort of expression. All at once the blood 
dropped out of her cheeks as the mercnty ' 
drops from a broken baromet«r-tube, and she 
meltod away from her seat like an image of 
snow ; a, slang shot conld not have brought 
her down better. God forgive me ! 

After this little episode, I continned, to 
some few who remained balancing teaspoons 
on the edges of cups, twirling knives, or tilt- 
ing upon the hind legs of their chairs outil 
their beads reached the wall, where tliey left 
gratoitotia advertisements of various popular 
cosmetics.] 

When a person is suddenly thmst into any 
strange, new position of trial, ho finds the 
place fits him as if he had been measured 
for it. He hoa committed a great crime, 
for instance, and is sent to the State Frisou. - 
The traditions, prescriptions, limitations. 
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privileges, all the sharp conditions of hiaitew 
life, Btamp themBelYea npon hU cot^cionsness 
aa the signet on soft wax ; — a single preBBure 
is enongh. Let me atrengthen the image a 
little. Bid you ever happen to see that most 
soft-spoken and velvet-handed steam-engine 
at the Mint ? The amooth piston slides back- 
ward and forward as a lady might slip her 
delicate finger in and ont of a ring. The 
engine lays one of its fingers cabnly, but 
firmly, npon a bit of metal ; it is a coin now, 
and will remember that touch, and teU a 
new race about it, when the date upon it 
is cmsted over with twenty centuries. So 
it is that a great silent-moving miaery puts 
a new stamp on ns in an hour or a moment, 
— as sharp an impression aa if it had taken 
half a lifetime to engrave it. 

It ia aivfal to be in the hands of the whole- 
sale profeasional dealera in miafortune ; nn- 
dertakera and jailers magnetise you in a 
moment, and you pass ont of the individual 
life you wet* living into the rhythmical 
movements of their horrible machinery. Do 
the worat thing you can, or suffer the worst 
that can be thought of, yon find yourself in 
a category of humanity that atretohes back 
as far aa Cain, and with an expert at your 
elbow who has atudied your case all ont 
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belocehand, and ia waiting for yon 'wifli his 
implements of hemp oi mahogaay. I believe, 
if a man were to be burned in any of otir 
citiea to-morrow for heresy, tiiere wonld be 
found a master of ceremoniea who knew jnat 
how many fagota were necessary, and the 
best way of arranging the whole matter.' 

— 8owe have not won the Goodwood Cup j 
aa nmUraiTe, we were a "bad Rfth," if not 
worse than that ; and trying it agaio, and 
the third time, baa not yet bettered the 

1 Acctilflntfl are liable to bappen if no thoreogbly 
tinned expert bsppene to be present. Wben CstherinF 
HafS was bnint niTybnm, In 1726. the oRlclitiiig utist 
Hnrched his own bands, ud Ibe whole bnslneBS waa 
awkwaidly msnaged tor want n[ pnrtictl bmlllarity 
wltb the piocBBi, Wa have itul remaining a gnlds to 
direct Ds In one EmporUnt part of the arraitgementa 
BtHbop Hoopei vaa burnt at GlonceBter, England, tn 
the year 15BS. A few years igo. In making certain ei- 
caTBtlons, Ibe chaired stamp of the stake to which he 
mu bound waa discovered. An account of the inter- 
eatlng ccreniony, eo important In ccdeBlaatlcal hiatory 
—tAe aTyununfvm ad ipfum, with a photograph of the 
hair-bamed stick at timber, wsa seot me by my Mend 
Mt. John Bellova, of Gloucester, a Bcaloniantlquaiian, 
widely known by his wonderful miniature Freocb dic- 
tlonsry, one of the scbolarly printers and publishers 
vbo honour Uie culling of Aldus and the Ehevln. The 
stake nss big enongb to chain the nbole Bench of 
Bishops to as bat aa the Athanaalan Creed still holds 
them. 
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matter. Now I am as patriotic aa tmy of 
my follow -citizena, — too patriotic, in fact, 
for I have got into hot water bj loving too 
much of mjr country ; in short, if any man, 
whose ;Sghting weight is not more than eight 
atone four ponnda, disputes it, I am ready to 
discass the point with him. I should have 
gloried to see the stara and stripea in front 
at the finish. I love my country and I love 
horses. Stnbbs's old mezzotint of Eclipse 
hanga over my desk, and Herring's portrait of 
Plenipotentiary — whom I aaw run $A Epsom 
— over my fireplace. Did I not elope from 
school to eee Revenge, and Prospect, and 
Little John, and Peacemaker ran over the 
racecourae where now yon saburban village 
Sonriahes, in the year eighteen hundred and 
evec-so-few ! Though 1 never owned a horse, 
have I not been the proprietor of six eqaiue 
females, of which one was the prettiest httle 
" Jlorgin " that eser stepped T Usten, then, 
to an opinion I have often expressed long 
before this ventnre of ours in England. 
Horse-racing is not a republican institution ; 
hoisa-troUing is. Only very rich persons 
can keep raca-horaes, and everybody knows 
they are kept mainly as gambling imple- 
ments. All that matter about blood and 
speed we won't discuss ; we nnderstnnd all 
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th»t ; nBetal, very, — q/" course,— great obligv 
tioD to the Godolphin "Arabiui," and the 
rest. I Bay radng-hoTseg are esBeotially 
gajnbling implementB, a| much aa roulette 
tables. Now, I am not preaching at thin 
moment ; I may read yon one of my aermoiis 
some other morning ; but I maintain that 
gambling, on the great scale, ia not repub- 
lican. It belongs to two phaseB of BOcieiy, — 
a cankered over-civiliBation, such as exists 
in riob aiistocracies, and the reckless life 
of borderers and adventnrera, or the semi- 
barbarism of a ciTilisation resolved into its 
primitive elements. Beal Republicanism is 
stern and severe ; its eMence is not in forms 
of government, bat in the onmipotence o( 
public opinion which grows out of it. This 
public opinion cannot prevent gambling witii 
dice or stocks, but it can and does compel 
it to keep comparatively quiet But horse' 
racijig is the most public way of gambling, 
and with all ita immense attractions to the 
aenae and feelings, — to which I plead very 
suBceptible, — the disguise i% too thin that 
covers it, and everybody knows what it 
means. Its aupporters are the Southern 
gentry, — fine fellows, no doubt, but not re- 
publicans exactly, aaweuudenttand the term, 
— a fewHorthem millionaires more or less 



so 

thoronghly millioned, who do not represent 
tbe tMtl people, Knd the mob of sportiDg 
men, the best of whom are commonly idlers, 
and the worst very bad neighbours to have 
near one in a crowd, or to meet in a dark 
alley. In England, on the other hand, with 
its aristocratic institationa, racing is a natn. 
ral growth enough ; the passion for it spreads 
downwards through all clsMes, from the 
Qoeen to the CosberAonger. London is like 
a shelled corn-cob on the Derby day, and 
there is not a clerk who could raise the money 
to hire a saddle with an old hack ander it 
that can sit down on his office-stool the next 
day without wincing. 

Now JQst compare the racer with the trotter 
for a moment. The racer is incidentally nse- 
ful, bttt essentially something to bat Upon, Bs 
mneh as the thimble-rigger's "little joker." 
The trotter is essentially and daily useful, and 
only incidentally a tool for sporting men. 

What better reason do yon want for the 
fact that the racer it most cultivated and 
reaches his greatest perfection in England, 
and that the trotting horses of America beat 
the world 1 And why should we have en- 
pected that the pick, — if it was the pick — of 
our few and far-between racing stables should 
beatthepickofEnglandand France? Throw 
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uvsT the fallitcicmB time-test, and there was 
nothing to show for it but a natural kind 
of patriotic feeling, which we sU have, with 
a thoronghly provincial conceit, which Boma 
of ns moBt plead guilty to. 

We may beat yet.' Am an American, I 
hope we shalL As a moralist and occanional 
aermoniBeF, I am not so anxious about it. 
Wherever the trotting horse goee, he corriea 
in his train brisk onnibuHea^ lively bakere' 
carts, and therefore hot roUs, the jolly but- 
cher's wagon, the cheerful gig, the wholesome 

1 We bBve beaten in muiy lacca In England ainca 
tMB was written, and at last carried offihc Wue ribbon 
of the tort it Epsom. But np to the present MmB 
trotting matebes and baH.ball are distlDoiivelj Am^- 
can, Bi contraated wltb mniiiDg mcea and crteket, 
whicb belong, as of right, to England. The nODderfol 
elTecta of breeding and training in a particolar direction 
areibDHDinUieTKoidaftbe tnitUngbone. Inl$44 
Ijidr Buflblk trotted smOe in £:»|, which wu, I 
think, the ttstest time to that date In 1S6> Flora 
Temr^'i time at Kalamazoo — I remember Ur. Emer- 
son Borpriaed me once by coirectlng my error of a 
lecond In mentioning it— was 2:101. 



SO, and in isei Hand S d<alanccd sU previous ncords 
"lany of out bast rnnning horses go to 
England. Raeiog In distinction from trotting, I thlnlc, 
attracts leaa attention in this conntry now than in the 
days of American Eclipse and Henry. 



nftemoon drive with wife and child, — ftll 
the forms of moral excellence, except tmth, 
which doea not agree with any kind of horse- 
fleBh. The racer brings with him gambling, 
cursing, swearing, drinking, and a, distaste 
for mob-caps and the middle-aged lirtnee. 

And by the way, let me beg yon not to call 
a trotting match a raet, and not to apeak of 
a " thoroogbbred " as a "blooded" hone, 
unless he has been recently phlebotomised. 
I consent to youi' Baying "blood hone," if 
yon like. Also, if, next year, we send ODr 
Posterior and Posterioress, the winners of 
the great national four-mile race in 7:18}, 
and they happen to get beaten, pay your 
beta, and behave like men and gentlemen 
about it, if you know how. 

[I felt a great deal better after blowing off 
the ill-temper condensed in the above para- 
graph. To brag little,- — to show well, — to 
crow gently, if in lack, — to pay np, to own 
np, and to shnt up, if beaten, are the virtnes 
of a sporting man, and I can't say that I 
think we baTe shown them in any great per- 
fection of late.] 

— Apropos of horses. Do you know how 
important good jockeying is to anthorsT 
Judicious management ; letting the public 
see yoor animal just enough, and not too 



THE BRKAKFAST- TABLE. 53 

much ; holding him up hard when the mar- 
ket is too full ot him ; letting him oat at 
just the right buying intervals; aliraya 
gently feeling his month ; never skcking and 
□erer jerking the rein ; — this is what I mean 
hy jockeying. 

— When an author has a unmber of 
bookl out a cunning band will keep them 
all spinning, as Signor Blitz does hia dinner- 
plates ; fetching each one up, aa it begins to 
"wabble," by an advertisement, a puff, or a 
quotation. 

— Whenever the eitraota from a living 
writer be^n to multiply fast in the papers, 
without obvioos reason, there is a new book 
or a new edition coming. The extracts are 
ground-bait. 

— literary life is full of cnrioua phenomena. 
I don't know that there is anything more 
noticeable than what we may call eonvtn- 
tional Tfptttations. There is a tacit under- 
standing in every community of men of 
letters that they will not disturb the popular 
fallacy respecting this or that electro-gilded 
celebrity. There are various reasons Ux 
this forbearance ; one is old ; one is rich ; 
one is good-natured ; one is such a favourite 
with the pit that it would not be aafe to hiss 
him from the manager's boK. The venerable 
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angnre of the literary or Bcientdfic temple 
may smile faintly when one of the tribe is 
mentjoned ; but the farce ia in general kept 
up as well as the Chinese comie Bceae of en- 
treating and imploring a nun to stay with 
yon with the impUed compact between yon 
tixat he Bhall by no meani think of doing 
it. A poor wretch he must be who would 
wantonly ut down on one of theae bandbox 
reputations. APrince-Rupert'a-drop, which 
is a teaiof tuuumealed glass, lasts indefinitely, 
if you keep it from meddling hands; but 
break ita tail off, and it explodes and resolvea 
itself into powder. These celebrities I speak 
of are the Prince-Rupert's-drops of the 
learned and polite world. See how the 
papers treat them ! What an array of plea- 
sant kaleidoscopic phrases, which can be 
arranged in ever so many chsnning patterns, 
is at their service 1 How kind the "Critical 
Notices "—where small authorship comes to 
pick np chips of praise, fragrant, sugary and 
sappy — always are to them ! Well, life 
wonld be nothing without paper-credit and 
other fictions ; so let them pass current 
Don't steal their chips ; don't punotore 
their swiraraing-bladdera ; don't come down 
on their pasteboard boiee ; don't break the 
ends of their brittle and unstable repnta- 
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tjons, joa fcUawB who sU feel imre that your 
namcB will be household words a thonsand 
ytutra from now. 

"A thouaand years is a good while," said 
the old gentleman who aits opposite, thought- 
fuUy. 

— Where have 1 been for the laat three 
or four days 1 Down at the Island,^ deer- 
shooting. — How many did I bag f Ibronght 

home one back shot The Island is whore T 

No matter. It is the most splendid domain 
that any man looks upon in these latitudes. 
Bine sea around it, and running up into its 
heart, so that the little boat slumbers like a 
baby in lap, while the tall ships are stripping 
naked to fight the hurricane outside, and 
storm-stay -sails banging and flying in rib- 
bons. Trees, in stretchea of miles ; beeches, 
oaks, most numerous ; — many of them hung 
with moBs, looking like bearded Druids ; 
some coiled in the clasp of bnge, dark- 
stemmed grape-vines. Open patches where 
the son gets in and goes to sleep, and the 

I Tbe beautiful Isl&ad refeired to it Nsnslion, tbe 
largeat o! a group lying between Enzmrd'e Bay and 
the Vinejsrd Sound, aoath of the ratin.lBud of Uasss- 
chasetts. It Ig the noblest domala la New Bngland, 

eeedlrB "the Governor" of blessed memory. 
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winds come ao finely sifted that they »re m 
soft as swan's-down. Rocks scattered about, 
— Stoaehenge-llke monoliths. Fresh-water 
lakes ; one of them, Mary's Lake, crystal- 
clear, full of flashing pickerel lying under 
the Uly-pads like tigers in the jungle. Six 
pounds of ditto killed one morning for break- 
fast. Eao/ecU. 

The divinity .student looked as if he wonld 
like to question my Latin. No air, I said,— - 
you need not trouble yourself. There is a 
higher law in grammar not to be put down 
byAndrewsand Stoddard. Thenlwenton. 

Suoh hospitality as that island haa seen 
there haa not been the like of in these our 
New England sovereigntiea. Tbera is no- 
thing in the shape of kindness and conrtesy 
that can make life beautiful, whiqh has not 
found its home in that ocean-principality. 
It has welcomed all who were worthy of wel- 
come, from the pale clergyman who came to 
breathe the sea-air with its medicinal salt 
and iodine, to the great statesman who 
turned his back on the affairs of empire, and 
smoothed his Oljmipian forehead, and flashed 
liis white teeth in merriment over the long 
table, where hia wit was the keenest and his 
story the best. 

[I don't belieTe any man ever talked like 
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that in this world. I don't believe / talked 
just BO ; but the tact is, in reporting one's 
converaation, one cannot help Blair-ing it 
□p more or less, iroaing out crumpled para> 
grapliB, starchiiig limp ones, and crimp- 
ing and plaiting a little sometimes ; it 
ia as natural aa prinking at the looking- 
glass.] 

— How caa a mim help writing poetry in 
such B place I Everybody does write poetry 
that goes there. In tho state archives, kept 
in the library of the Lord of tho lale, are 
whole volnmea of unpubliahed verse, — soma 
by well-known hands, and others quite aa 
good, by the last people you would think of 
as versifiers, — men who could pension off all 
the genuine poets in the country, and buy 
ten acres Of Boston common, if it was for 
sale, with what they had left. Of course I 
had to write my little copy of verses with 
the rest ; here it ia, if yon will hear me read 
it. When the sun is in the west, vessels sail- 
ing in an easterly direction look bright Or 
dlu'k to one who observes them from the 
north or south, according t« the tack they 
are sailing upon. Watching them from 
one of the windows of the great mansion, I 
saw these perpetual changes, and moralised 
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SUN AND SHADOW. 
As I lixtk from the isle, o'er iU billowa of green, 

To the billows of foam-crested bine, 
Yon bark, tbnt afar in the distance is seen. 

Half dreaming, my eyea will puraue : 
Norn dark in tie shadow, Bhe scatters the spray 

As the chaff in the stroke of the flail ; 
Now white as the sea-gull, she flies on her way. 

The snn gleaming bright on her sail. 

Yet her pilot is thinking of dangers to ahun,— 

Of breaken that whiten and rosi ; 
How little he cares, if in shadow or sun 

They see him that gaze from the shore ! 
He looks to the beacon that looma from the reef. 

To the rock that ie under his lee. 
As he drifts on the blast, like a wind-wafted leaf, 

O'er the gnlfa of the desolate aea. 

Thus drifting afar to the dim-vsulted cavea 

Where life and its Tentures are laid, 
The dreamers who gaze while we battle the waves 

Hay see OS in snnahine or shade ; 
Yet true to onr course, though our shadow grow 
dark. 

We'll trim our broad sail as before. 
And atand by the rudder that governs the bark. 

Nor ask how we look from the shore ! 
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ought to break its own wheek Mid levers, if 
anything li tbrtist among them sndddnly 
which tends to stop them or leverse Uieir 
motion. A weak mind doea not accomnUte 
force enough to hurt itself ; stupidity often 
saves a man from going mad. Wa frequent^ 
see persons in insane hospitals, sent thwa 
in couseqaeuce of what ore called reUgiolu 
mental disturbances. I confess that I think 
better of them than of many who hold the 
same notions, and keep their wits, and ap- 
pear to enjoy life very well, OQtaide of the 
asylums. Any decent person ought to go 
mad, if he really holds such or such opinions. 
It is very much to his discredit in every 
point of view, if he does not. What is the 
use of my saying what some of these opinions 
are ! Perhaps more than one of you hold 
such as I ehonld think ought to send yon 
straight over to Somerville, if you have any 
k>gic in your heads or any human feeling in 
yonr hearts. Anything that is brutal, cruel, 
heathenish, that makes life hopeless for the 
moat of mankind, and perhaps for mtire 
races, — anything that assumes the necessity 
of the extermination of instincts which were 
given to be regulated,— ^no matter by what 
name yon coll it, — no matter whether a 
fakir, or a monk, or a deacon believes it, — if 
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received, ought to prodnce insanity io every 
well-regalftted mind. That coDdition be- 
comea a normal one, under the circum- 
Btuioes. I am very much ashamed of aome 
people for retaining their reason, when they 
know perfectly well that if they were not 
the most stupid or the moat sel&sh of human 
beings, they would become non-compotes at 

[Nobody understood this bat the theolo- 
gical student and the schcohnistresa. They 
looked intelligently at each other; but 
whether they were thinking about my para- 
dox or not, I am not clear. — It would be 
natural enongh. Sti-anger things have hap- 
pened. Love and Death enter boarding- 
bonsea without oaking the price of board, or 
whether there is room for them. Alas 1 
these yonng people are poor and pallid 1 
Love Aould he both rich and rosy, but must 
be either rich or rosy. Talk about military 
duty t What in that to the warfare of a 
married maid -of -all- work, with the title of 
mistress, and an American female oonstitn- 
tiou, which collapses just in the middle third 
of life, and comes out vulcanised India-rub- 
ber, if it happens to live through the period 
when health and strength are most wanted ?] 

—Have I ever acted in private theatricals? 
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Often. I have played the part of the " Poor 
Gentleman," before a great many audiences, 
— more, I trust, thaa I shall ever face again. 
I did not wear a atage-coatume, nor a wig, 
nor mouatachea of bamt cork, but I waa 
placarded and announced as a public per- 
former, and at the proper hour I came for- 
ward with the ballet-dancer's smile upon 
my countenance, and made my bow and 
acted my part. I have seen my name stuck 
up in lettera so big that I was ashamed to 
show myself in the place by daylight. I 
have gone to a town with a sober literary 
essay in my pocket, and seen myself every- 
where announced as the most desperate of 
hifffbi, — one who naa obliged to reetraiu 
himself in the full exercise of his powers, 
from prudential considerations. I have been 
through as many hardships oa Ulysses, in 
the pursuit of my histrionic vocation. I 
have travelled in cars until the condactora 
all knew me like a brother. I have run off 
the nula, and stack all night in snow-drifta, 
and sat behind females that would have the 
wiodow open when one could not wink 
without hia eyelids freezing together. Per- 
haps I ahall give yon some of my experiencea 
one of these days ; — I will not now, for I 
have something else for yon. 
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Private theatricals, aa I have figured in 
them in conntry Ijcenm-halla, are one thing, 
— aad private theatricals, as they may bs 
seen in certain gilded and frescoed saloooa 
of onr metropolis, are another. Yea, it ia 
pleasant to see real gentlemen and ladies, 
who do not think it necessary to mouth, 
and rant, and stride, like most of our stage 
heroes and heroines, in the characters which 
show off their graces and talents ; most of 
all to see a fresh, onrouged, unspoiled, high- 
bred youi^ maiden, with a lithe Sgure.and 
a pleasant voice, acting in those love^lramas 
which make ns young again to look upon, 
when real youth and beauty will play them 

— Of course I wrote the prologue I was 
nsked to write. I did not see the pla;, 
thoogh. I knew there was a young lady in 
it. and that somebody was in love with her, 
and she was in love with him, and somebody 
(an old tutor, I believe) wanted to interfere, 
and. very naturally, the young lady was too 
sharp for him. The play of course ends 
charmingly ; there is a geneial reconcilia- 
tion, and all concerned form a line and take 
each other's hands, as people always do after 
they have made np their quarrels, — and 
then the cartain falls, — if it does not stick, 
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aa it conunonly does at private theatrical 
exhibitiotui, in which csee a boy is detailed 
to pnll it down, which he does blashitig 
violently. 

IVow, then, tor my prologue. I am not 
going to change my cffisuroa and cadences 
for anybody ; io if yon do not like the 
heroic, or iambic trimeter brachy-cataleotic, 
you had better not wait to hear it 

THIS 19 IT. 

A Prologoe I Well, of course the ladies know ; — 
I have my doubts. No matter, — here we go t 
What is a prologue ! Let our Tutor teach : 
Fro means berorehsnd ; lagus stands for apeech. 
'Tis like the harper's prelude on the strings, 
The prima donna's courtesy ere she sings. 

"The worid's a stage,"— as Shatspesre said, one 

The stage a world— was what he meant to say. 
The outside world 's a blunder, that is dear ; 
The real world that Nature meant is here. 
Here every foundling finds its lost mamma ; 
Each rogue, repentant, melts his stem papa ; 
Misers relent, the spendthrift's deMs are psid, 
The cheats are taken in the traps they laid ; 
One after one the troubles all are past 
Till the fiftb act comes right side up at last. 
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When the young couple, old folks, rogues, aud all, 
Join hands, lo happy at the curtain's faU. 
—Here Buffering Tirtue aver finds relief. 
And Mack -browed ruffians always come to grief, 
— When the lorn damsel, with a frantic speech, 
And cheeks as hueless as a brandy-peach. 
Cries, " Help, kyind Hearen ! " and drops upon 

her knees 
On tie green— haize, — beneath the (canvas) 

See to her side avenging Valour fly :— 

'• Ha 1 Villain 1 Draw ! Now, Terroitorr, jield or 

— When the poor hero flounders in despair. 

Clasps the young scapegrace with paternal joy, 
Sobs on his neck, "My boy I Mi BOT ! ! MY 



Ours, then, sweet friends, the real world t«-night 
Of love that conquers in disaster's spite. 
Ladies, attend I While woful cares and donht 
Wrong the soft passion in the world without. 
Though fortune scowl, though prudence interfere, 
One thing is certain : Love will triumph bere ! 

Lords of creation, whom, yoni ladies rule, — 
The world's great msstera, whan you 're out of 

Leam the brief moral of our evening's play : 
Man has his will,— hut woman has her way ! 
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The msgic bracelet etretched beneath the waves 
BeaU the bUck giant with hia score of ilavea. 
All esrthlf powers confess your aoveceign art 
But that one »bel,— woman's wilful heart. 
All foes yon master ; bat a woman's wit 
Lets daylight through you ere you know you 'n 
hit. 



Rudolph, professor of the headaman's trade. 

Alike was famoua for his arm and blade. 

One day a prisoner Justice had to kill 

Knelt at the block to teat the artist's skill 

Bare-armed, swart-visaged, gaunt, and shaggy- 
browed, 

Rudolph the headsman rose above the crowd. 

His falchion Iighl«Qed with a sudden gleam, 

As the pike's armour flashes In the stream. 

He sheathed his blade ; he turned as if to go ; 

The rictim knelt, still waiting for the blow. 

"Why stritest Dot? Perform thy mnhleious 
act," 

The prisoner said. {His voice was slightly 
cracked.) 

"Friend, 1 Aaiw struck," the artlBt straight rt- 

' ' Wait but one taoment, and yourself decide, " 
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He held his gnuff-box,— " Not Uibd, if you 

please I " 
Tbe prisoner BnilTfd, and, vith a crashing sneeze. 
Off Ills bead tumbled,— bowled aloog tlie floor,— 
Bounced down tbe steps ; — the ptiaoner said no 



Woman I thy falchion ie a glittering eye ; 
If death Inrks in it, oh, how sneet to die 1 
ThoD takest hearts as Rudolpb took the head ; 
We die with lore, and never dreani we're dead ! 



le went off very well, as I hear. 
No alterations were suggested by the lady 
to whom it was acnt, so far ae I know. 
Sometimes people criticise the poems one 
sends them, and auggest all sorts of im- 
[nwements.' Who was that eilly body that 
wanted Bams to aJter "Scots wba hue," so 
as to lengthen the lost line, thus ?— 
" Edv/ard I " Chains and slavery. 
Here is a little poem I sent a short time 
' I rememljer being askBd by a eelabrated nun of 







«>gg«ited 1h. cbangB o1 


• one wonl, whioH I adopted 


del^reoc* to his opinio 


n. Tie emendation was Ml, 
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Binee to a committee for a certain celebra- 
tim. I nnderstood that it was to ba a fes- 
tive and convivial occasion, and ordered 
myself accordingly. It seems the president 
of the day was what ia called a "teetotal- 
ler." I received a note from him in the 
following words, containing the copy sob- 
joined, with the emendations annexed to it. 

"Bear Sir.^your poem gives good satis- 
faction to the committee. The sentimenta 
expressed with reference to liquor are not, 
however, those generally entertained by this 
commonity. I have therefore consulted the 
clergyman of this place, who has made eotue 
slight changes, which he thinks will remove 
all objections, and keep the valuable por- 
tions of the poem. Please to inform me of 
your charge for said poem. Our means are 
limited, etc., etc, etc. 

"Yours with respect." 

Here it is, — with the slight alterations.' 



'I recollect a British ( 


iriticism of lie poem 


■' with 


the Blight alWralioiiB." Id 






qoite 














Doghl, would dare to 


treat a Scotch sothor in 




ly. I conld no 


thelp 




ey ami 


th, and the surgical 


operation he propoMd 1 




to get a pie* 


uctry 


intothehe&dofBKorth 


Hl-itou. 
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Come 1 filla ft«sh bnmp«r, — for why BhoDld wego 
While the jMctar. Btill reddena our cupg as tbey 



Pour out the riBh Jn teta- >till bright nith the son, 

TiU o'er the biiumied dyBtal the ni^i«4i shall run. 

htlf-rliMiied apples 

s theii life-deTS have 



How sweet is the hrontb of the iitign 

For summer's ket-^wes He hid in the -wiscs- 

sta ble-bojB smokLng long-nin es. 
That vere garaeredbr gwidem ttb o l a ngh eA 

scowl howl scoff 

Then a ^e^e; and a g'.asl; and a toos^ and a 



la cellar, in pantry, in attic, in hall, 

Down, down, w ith tha tnaat that maatera ni aU 1 
I-ocg-liVE -ther-g aj ae r rant that-lsaghgforwfrtf-; 

The company said I had been ahabbily 
treated, and advised me to charge the com- 
mittee double, — which I did. Bat as I 
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never got my pay, I dont hnow that it 
made much difference. I sm a verj parti- 
cnlar pefson abont having all I write printed 
M I write it. I require to see a proof, a 
revise, a re-revise, and a double re-revise, or 
fonrth-proof rectified impreaaion oi all my 
productions, especially verse. A misprint 
kills a aensitive author. An intentional 
change of his test mnrdars him. No won- 
der BO many poets die young I 

I have nothing more to report at this time, 
except two pieces of advice I gave to the 
yonug women at table. One relates to a 
vulgarism of language, which, I grieve to 
say, is sometimes heard even from female 
lipa. The other ia of more aerious purport, 
and applies to such as contemplate a change 
of condition, — matrimony, in fact. 

— The woman who "calclatea" is lost. 

— Put not your trust in money, but put 
yonr money in trast. 



III. 

[mHB Atlaniic obeya the moon, and its 
X LcHiTBRSABT hsB come roond again. 
I have gathered np some hasty notes of my 
remarks made since the last bish tides, 
which I respectfully snbmit. '^Please to 
remember this ia iali ; juat as easy and just 
as formal as I choose to make it. ] 

I never saw an author in my life — saving, 
perhaps, one— that did not pnrr as audibly 
as a fall-grown domestic cat {FelU Calia, 
Link.) on having his fnr smootJied in the 
right way by a skilful hand. 

But let me give you a caution. Be very 
uarefnl bow you tell, an author be is droU. 
Ten to one he will hate you ; aud if he does, 
l>e sure ho can do you a, miacbief, and very 
probably will Say you crkd over his ro- 
mance or his verses, and he will love you 
and send you a copy. Yon can laugh over 
that as much aa you like— in private. 

— Wonder why authors and actors are 
ashamed of being funny? — Why, there are 
obvious reasons, and deep philosophical ones. 
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The clown knows very weU that the women 
are not in lova with him, but with Hamlet, 
the feUow in the black clonk and plumed 
hat. PaiBioa never langha. The wit knows 
that hia place is at the tail of a proceaaion. 

If you want the deep underlying reason, I 
mnst take more time to tell it. There ia a 
perfect conscioueneaa in every form of wit, — 
using that term in ita general sense, — that 
its essence consistB in a partial and incom. 
plete view of whatever it touches. It throws 
a single ray, separated from the rest,— red, 
yellow, blue, or any intermediate ahade,^ 
upon an object; never white light; that is 
the province of wisdom. We get beautiful 
effects from wit, — all the prismatic coloura, 
— but never the object as it is in fur daylight 
A pun, which is a kind of wit, is a different 
and much shallower trick in mental optics ; 
throwing the ghadmne of two objects so that 
one overlies the other. Poetry uses the 
rainbow tints for special effects, bat always 
keeps ita essential object in the purest white 
light of tmth. — Will you allow me to pursue 
thia subject a little farther ? 

[They didn't allow me at that time, for 
somebody happened to scrape the floor with 
his chair just then ; which accidental sound, 
as all must have noticed, has the instan- 
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taneons affect th&t the catting of the yellow 
hair hj Iris bad npon infelix Dido. It broke 
the charm, and that breakfast was over.] 

— Dont flatter yotmelves that friendship 
anthorieeB yon to etty diaagreeable things to 
your intimates. On the contrary, the nearer 
you come into relation with a person, the 
more necessary do tact and oonrtesy become. 
Except in caseH of neoeasity, which are rare, 
leave yoor friend to learn nnpleaaant truths 
from his enemies ; they are ready enoagh to 
tell them. Oood-breeding never forgets that 
amour-propre is oniversaL When you read 
the story of the Archbishop and Gil Bias, 
you may laugh, if yon will, at the poor old 
man's delusion; bat don't forget that the 
youth waa the greater fool of the two, and 
that his master served saoh a booby rightiy 
in taming him out of doors. 

— Yon need not get np a rebellioQ against 
what I say, if you find everything in my 
sayings is not exactly new. You can't pos- 
sibly mistake a nian who means to be honest 
for a literary pickpocket. I once read an 
introductory lecture that looked to me too 
learned for its latitude. On examination, I 
found all its erudition was taken ready-made 
from DisraelL If I had been ill-natared, I 
should have shown up the Uttle great man. 
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who bftd once belaboured me in his feeble 
wky. Bat oae can generally tell these whole- 
sale thieves easily enough, and they are not 
worth the tronble of putting them in the 
pilloiy. I donbt the entire novelty of my 
nun^ks just made on telling nnpleaaant 
truths, yet I am not couBcioiu of any larceoy. 
Neither moke too mnch of flaws and 
occasional over-statements. Some perwDB 
seem to think that abeolate truth, in the 
form of rigidly stated propoBitions, is all 
that convezBation admits. This is precisely 
SB if a musician should insist on having 
nothing but perEect chords and simple 
melodies, — no diminished fifths, no flat 
sevenths, no flaurieheB, on any account. 
Now, it is fair to say that, just aa music 
must have all these, so conversation must 
have its partial truths, its embellished truths, ^ 
its exaggerated truths. It is in its higher 
forms an artiatio product, and admits the 
ideal element as much as pictures or statues. 
One man who is a little too literal can spoil 
the talk of a whole tableful of men of aprit. 
— " Yes, " you say, " but who wants to bear 
fancifnl people's nonsense 1 Put the facts to 
it, and then see where it is 1" — Certainly, if 
a man is too fond of paradox, — if he is flighty 
and empty, — if, instead of striking those 
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tjfths and seventlis, those barmoiuoiu dis- 
cords, often so mnch better than the twinned 
ootavaa, in the music of thought, — if, itutead 
of striking these, he jangles the chords, stick 
a fact into him Kke a stiletto. But remember 
that talkJDg is one of the fine arts, — the 
noblest, the most important, and the most 
difBcult, — and that its fluent harmoniea may 
be spoiled by the intrusion of a, single horab 
note. Therefore conversation which is ang- 
gestive rather than argumentative, which 
lets out the most of each talker's results of 
thought, is commonly the pleaaantest and 
the moat profitable. It is not easy, at the 
best, for two persons talking together to 
moke the most of each other's thougbta, 
there are so many of them. 

[The company looked as if they wantM 
an explonatdon.] 

When John and Thomas, for instance, are 
talking together, it is natural enough tliat 
among the six there should be more or less 
confusion and misapprehension. 

[Our landlady turned pale ;— no doubt she 
thought there was a screw loose in my in- 
tellects, — and that involved the probable loss 
of a boarder. A severe-looking person, who 
wears a Spanish cloak and a sod <dieek, 
fluted by the passions of the melodrama. 
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whom I undetBtAQd to be the professional 
ruffian of the neighbourmg theatre, ailuded, 
with a certain lifting of the brow, drawing 
down of the cornera of the month, and some- 
what rasping voce di petto, to Falataff's nine 
men in buckram. Everybody looked up ; I 
believe the old gentleman opposite was afraid 
I ibonld seize tbe carving-knife; at any rate, 
he slid it to one side, as It were csrelessly.] 
I think, I said, I con make it plain to 
Benjamin Franklin here, that there are at 
leaat six personaUtiea distinctly to be recog- 
nised as taking part in that dialogue between 
John and Thomas, 

1 . The real John ; known only to 
hia Maker. 

2. John's ideal John; never the 
Tbr«Johm. JjJi-.u'lin'Kv.tymUk, 

3. Thomas's ideal John ; never 
the realJ ohn, nor John's John, 
hut often very unlike either. 

!1. The real Thomas. 
2. Thomas's ideal Thomas. 
3. John's ideal Thomas, 
Only one of the three Johns is taxed ; only 
one can be weighed on a platform-balance ; 
but the other two are jnstaa important in the 
oonreraation. Let ns suppose the real John 



to be old, dull, and ill-looking. Bnt m the 
Higher Powera have not conferred on men 
the gift of seeing themaelvaa in the tme 
light, John very possibly conceives himself 
to be yoathful, witty, and faacin&ting, &nd 
talks from the point of view of this ideal- 
Thomas, again, believes him to be am artful 
rogue, we will say ; therefore he u, so far as 
Thomas's attitude in the conversation is 
concerned, an ortfal rogue, thoi^h really 
simple and stnpid. The same conditions 
api^y to the three Thomaees. It 'follows, 
^ that, until a man can be found who knows 
himself SB hia Maker knows him, or who 
sees himself as others see him, there mnat 
be at least six persons engaged in every 
dialogna between two. Of these, the least 
important, philosophically speaking, is the 
one that we have called the real person. 
No wonder two disputants often get angiy, 
when there are six of them talking and 
listening all at the same time. 

[A very nnphilosophical application of the 
above remarks was made by a young fellow 
answering to the name of John, who sits 
near me at table. A certain basket of 
peaches, a rare vegetable, little known to -- 

boarding-houses, was on its way to me ind //^ 
thia unlettered Johannes. He appropriate^^^ 
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the three that remained in the basket, re- 
marking that there waa juat one apiece for 
him. I convinced liim that hia practical 
infereuoe was hasty and illogical, but in the 
meootiine he had eaten the peaches.] 

— The opinions <A relatives m to a man's 
powers ore ver; commonly of little Talne ; 
not mere! J becanae they sometimes overrate 
their own fleah and blood, aa aome may aap- 
poae; on the contrary, they ore quite as 
hkely to underrate those whom they have 
grown into the habit of considering like 
themselvea. The adveat of genius is like • 
what florista style the breaMng of a aeed- 
liug tulip into wbat we may ctdl bigh-coate 
colouTB,_ten thousand dingy flowera, then 
one with the divine streak ; or, if yon prefer 
It, like the coming up in old Jacob's garden of 
that most gentlemanly little fruit, the seckel 
pear, which I have sometimes seen in shop- 
windows. It 1b a snrpriae, — there is nothing 
to account for it. All at once we find that 
twice two make fivi. Nature is fond of 
what are called " gift -enterprises." This 
little book of life which she has given into 
the hands of its joint poaaeaaois is commonly 
one of the old stoty-books bonnd over again. 
Only once in a great while there is a stately 
poem in it, or i\e leaves ore illuminated wiUi 
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tba glories of art, or they enfold o draft 
for nntoM values signed by the miUiou- 
fold milliomtire old mother herself. Bnt 
Btrangara are commonly the first to find the 
" gift " that came with the little book. 

It may ba quastioned whether anything 
cftnbeoonsoiouHofitaownflavoar. Whether 
the mttsk-deer, or the civet-cat, or even a 
still more eloquently silent animal that 
might be mentioned, is aware of any per- 
sonal peculiarity, may well be doubted. No 
man knows his own voice ; many men do 
not know their own profiles. Every one re. 
members Carlyle's famous "Characteristics" 
article ; allow for exaggerations, and there 
is a groat deal in his doctrine of the self- 
nnconscionsneas of genius. It comes under 
the great law just stated. This incapacity 
of knowing its own traita is often found io 
tba family as well as in the individual. So 
never mind what your cousins, brothers, 
aistera, uncles, aunts, and the rest, say 
about that fine poem you have written, but 
send it (postage paid) to the editors, if there 
are any, of the AtlaniK,^'wiii<ih, by the 
way, is not so called because it is a notion, 
as some dull wits wish they had said, but 
are too late. 

— Scientific knowledge, even in the most 
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modeat persons, has mingled with it ft some- 
thing which partakes of imolence. Absolute, 
peremptory facts ora bullies, and those who 
keep coropiuiy with them ore apt to get a 
bnllying habit of mind ; — not of maaners, 
perhaps ; they may be soft and smooth, but 
the smile they carry has a quiet assertion 
in it, such as the Champion of the Heavy 
Weights, commonly the beat-natured, but 
not the moat diffident of men, wears upon 
what he very inelegantly calls his " mug." 
Take the man, for instance, who deals in 
the mathematical aeienoea. There ia no 
elastiaity in a mathematical fact ; if yon 
bring up against it, it never yields a hair's- 
breadth ; everything must go to pieces tliat 
comes in colliaion with it. What the mathe- 
matician knowa being absolute, uncondi- 
tional, incapable of sufFering question, it 
should tend, in the natnre of things, to 
breed a despotic way of thinking. So of 
those who deal with the palpable and often 
nnmistakable facta of external nature ; only 
in a less degree. Every probability — and 
meet of our common, working beliefs are 
probabilities — ia provided with bujirg at 
both ends, which break t^e force of opposite 
opinions clashing against it ; but scientific 
certainty has no spring in it, no courtesy. 
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— Oh, yoa need not tell me that Meaira. 
A. ttod B. are the moat gracions, unasanin- 
ing people in the world, and yet pre-emi- 
nent in the ranges of science I am referring 
to. I know that as well as yon. Bnt mark 
this which I am going to &ay once for oil : 
If I had not force enough to project a prin- 
ciple full in the face of the half dozen moat 
obvioQS facts which seem to contradict it, I 
would think only in single file from this day 
forward. A rash man, once viaiting a oer- 
tain noted institution at Sooth Boston, 
ventured to express the sentiment that 
man is a rational being. An old woman 
who waa an attendant in the Idiot School 
contradicted the statement, and appealed to 
the fiicts before the speaker to disprove it. 
The rash man stuck to his hasty generalisa- 
tion, notwithstanding. 

[ — It is my desire to be naefal to those 
with whom I am associated in my daily 
relaticms. I not nnfrequently praotiBe the 
divine art of music in oompocy with onr 
landlady's daughter, who, a ~ 
before, is the owner of an accordion, 
ing myself a well-marked barytone voi 
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more than half an octave in compaas, I 
Bometimea add my vocal powen to her exe- 

"Thon, thou reign'at in this bosom," 
not, however, niileM her motlier oi some 
other discreet female is present, to prevent 
miBinterpretation or remark. I have aUo 
taken a good deal of interest in Benjamin 
Franklin, before referred to, sometimes 
called B, F., or more frequently Frank, in 
imitation of that felicitous abbreviation, com- 
bining dignity and convenience, adopted by 
•ome of his betters. My acquaintance with 
the French langoage is very imperfect, I 
having never studied it anywhere but in 
Paris, which is awkward, as B. F. devotes 
hintBelf to it with the pecnliar advantage of 
an Alsacian teacher. The boy, I think, is 
doing well, between as, notwithatanding. 
The following ia an uncorrected Franob exer- 
cise, written by this young gentleman. His 
mother thinks it veiy creditable to hie abili- 
ties ; thoagh, being unacquainted with the 
French language, her judgment cannot be 
considered final. 

Lb Rav dig Salons 'a Lbctdrb. 

Ce rat ^ est un animal fort aiugulier. II a 

deox pattes de deiri^ sur lesquelles il marche, et 



deux pattes de deront dont il fait ueag« pour 
teuii les jouraaul. Cet Buimal a la peau noiie 
pour 1b plupart, et ports im carole blanchStre 
mtont de son con. On 1e tronre toua les jours 
anx dite sslona, ou il demeore, digers, s'il y a de 
qooi dana son interienr, respiro, tousse, etemue, 
rlort, et ronfle qnelquefois, ayant tonjoura le eem- 
blaut de lire. On ne salt pas s'il a une autre giU 
que feU. II a I'air d'nne bSte ties stapide, mais 
11 est d'une eagacite et d'nne vitesse extraordi- 
naire quand il s'agit de salsir on Journal uouvean. 
On ne sait pas pourquoi il lit, parceqn'il ne parait 
paa avoir des idees. 11 vocalise raremant, mais 
en revanche, il fait des brnlta nasaus divsrs, II 
porta Bn crajon dons une de sea poches pecto- 
raleB, avec lequel il fait des marques surlea borda 
dea jonmaux et des livrea, semblableauxsuivane : 
'. ! '—Ball 1 Fooli I II ne fant pas cependant les 
prendre pour des signes d'intalligence. II ne vole 
pas, ordinairement ; il fait rarement luSme dee 
edumgea de pdTapluie, et jamus de cbapeau, 
paneque son cbapeau a toujours uu caract^re 
speciSque. On ne Bait pas au justa cb dont il st 
noorrit. Feu Cuvier ^tiut d'avis que c'etait de 
I'odenx da cnir des reliures ; ce qu'oa dit d'Stre 
une uonrriture animale fort saine, et pen ch^. 
II vit blea longtems. Enfin il meure, en laissant 
i ees hitlers une carte du Salon k Lecture ou it 
avait exists pendant sa vie. On pretend qu'il 
reviant toutes les uuits, apr^ la mort, visiter le 
Salon. Onpeut te voir, diton, ^ minnit, dans s» 
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place hitbitnelle, teoEiiit Is journal do boit, et 
Kftint Ji sa main un crayon de chaibon. L« leade- 
mun on trDave des caracUrea inconnoa snr les 
holds dn jonraaJ. Ce qui prouve que le Bpiritnal- 
teme eat vrai, et que Heesienra les FiofesBeura de 
Cambridge gout des imbeciles qni ne aaveiit rien 
dn tout, du tout. 

I think this exercise, which I haVe not cor- 
rected, or allowed to be touched in my way, 
is not diaoreditabla to B. F. Yon observe 
tiiat be ia acquiring a knowledge of zoology 
at the same time that he is learning French. 
Fathers of familjea in moderate circumstances 
will find it profitable to their children, and 
as economical mode of inBtmction, to Ht 
them to revising and amending this boy's 
exercise. The passage was originally taken 
ftotathe Hi3toirc Natureiledea Bilfg Runtmaia 
tl Rongeure BipiHet et Aatres, lately published 
in Paris. This was translated into English 
and published in London. It was repub- 
Ushed at Great Fedlington, with notes and 
additions by the American editor. The notes 
consist of an interrogation-mark on page 53d, 
' and a reference (p. It27th) to another book 
" edited " by the same hand. The additions 
consist of the editor's name on the title-page 
and back, with a complete and authentic list 
of Baid editor's honorary titles in the first of 



these localities. Our boy translated the 
translstioii back into French. This maj be 
compared with the original, to be fotind on 
Shelf 13, Division X, of the Public library 
of this metropoUe.] 

— Some of yon boardera ask me from time 
to time why I don't write a story, or a novel, 
oCBomethingof thatkind. Instead of ariBwer- 
ing each one of you separately, I will thank 
you to step up into the wholesale department 
for a few moments, where I deal in answers 
by tlie piece and by the bale. 

That every artjcolately-apeaking human 
being has in him stuff for one novel in three 
volumes duodecimo has long been with me a 
cherished belief. It baa been maintained, on 
the other hand, that many persons cannot 
write more than one novel,— that all after 
that are likely to be failnres. — Life is so much 
more tremendous a thing in its heights and 
depths than any transcript of it can be, that all 
records of human experience are as bo many 
bonnd herbaria to the innumerable glowing, 
glistening, rustling, breathing, fragrance - 
laden, poison-sncking. life-giving, death-dis- 
tilling leaves and flowers of the forest and the 
prairies. All we can do with books of humau 
experience is to make them alive again with 
something borrowed from our own lives. We 
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can make a book alivo for na jiut in proportion 
to its reaemblance in easenoe or in form to our 
own experience. Now an author's fiist novel 
IB naturally drawn, to a great extent, from 
his personal experiences ; that is, is a literal 
cop; of nature under various slight disguises. 
But the moment the aathor gets oat of his 
peroonality, he must have the creative power, 
as well as the narrative art and the sentiment, 
in order to tell a living Btoiy ; and this is rare. 

BesidoB, there is great danger that a, man's 
lint life-stot? shall clean him out, ao to apeak, 
of hia best thou){bt8. !Uoat Lives, though their 
stream is loaded with sand, and turbid with 
allnvial waste, drop a few golden groins of 
wisdom as they flow along. Oftentimes a 
single eradling gets them all, and after that 
the poor man's labour is only rewarded hy 
mnd and worn pebbles. All whichproves that 
I, as an individual of the human family, conld 
write one novel oratory at any rate, if I would. 

—Why don't I, then!— Well, there are 
several reasons against it. In the first 
place, 1 should tell all my secrets, and I 
maintain that verse is the proper mediant 
for sach revelations. Rhythm and rhyme 
and the harmonies of mnsical language, the 
play of fancy, the tire of imagination, the 
flashes of passion, so hide the nakedness of 
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a heart laid open, that hardly any confta- 
siOD, tnuiafigured in the Inminona halo of 
poetry, is reproached as aelf-expOBure. A 
beauty ahows heraelf under the chandeliers, 
protected by the glitter of her diamondjs, 
with Bnch a broad Bnow-drift of white arms 
and shoulders kid bare, that were she tin- 
adorned and in plain calico, she would be 
unendurable — in the opinion of the ladies. 

Again, I am terribly afraid I should show 
np all my Menda. I should like to know if 
all stoiy-tellers do not do this T Now I am 
afraid all my friends would not bear show- 
ing up very well ; for they have an average 
share of the common weakness of hnmanit^, 
which I am pretty certain would come out. 
Of all that have told stories among na there 
is hardly one I can recall who has not drawn 
too faithfully some living portrait which 
might better have been apared. 

Once more, I have sometimes thought it 
possible I might be too dull to write auch a 
story as I should wish to write. 

And finally, I think it very likely I thail 
write a story one of these days. Dont be 
surprised at any time, if yon see me com- 
ing ont with The Sdioolvuelrees, or The Old 
OetUkmatt Oppotite. [Our schoolmistress and 
Mir old gentleman tiiat aita oppoaite hod left 
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the tsble before I said this.] I want rojr 
glory for writing the 8wne discounted now, 
on the spot, if yon pleaoe. I will write 
when I get ready. How many people live 
on the reputation of the reputation they 
might have made ! 

— I «aw yon amiled when I spoke tibont 
the possibility of my being too dull to write 
a good story. I don't pretend to know what 
you meant by it, bnt I take occasion to make 
a remark which may hereafter prove of value 
to seme among 70a. — When one of na who 
has been led by native vanity or senseless 
flattery to think himself or herself posBesaed 
of talent arrives at the full and final con- 
dnaion that he or she is really dull, it is one 
of the most tranqaillising and blessed con- 
victions that can enter a mortal's mind. All 
onr fulnree, our shorbsomingB, oni strange 
disappointments in the e£Fect of out efforts 
are lifted from our bruised shoalders, and 
foil, like Christian's pack, at the feet of 
that Omnipotence wbidi has seen St to deny 
us the pleasant gift of high intelligence, — 
with which one look may overflow us in 
some wider sphere of being. 

— How sweetly and honestly one said to 
me the other day, " I hate books ! " A gen- 
tleman, — singnUrly free from affectations, — 
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not learned, of coane, bnt of perfect breed- 
ing, which is often «o mnob better than 
learning, — by no means dull, in the sente of 
knowledge of the world and aocietj, but 
certainly not clever either in the arts or 
Bdencee, — hia company is pleaaing to all 
who know him. I did net recogniise in him 
inferiority of literary taste half so distinctly 
as I did dmplicity of cfaaiaoter and fearless 
acknowledgment of hia inaptitude for scholar- 
Bhip. In fact^ I think there are a great many 
gentlemen and others, who read with a mark 
to keep their place, that really "hate books," 
but never hod the wit to luid it out, or the 
manliness to own it. [Entre nous, I always 
read with a mark.] 

We get into a way of thinking as if what 
we call on "intellectual niaii" was, as a 
matter of coarse, made up of nine-tenths, or 
thareabonts, of book-learning, and one-tenth 
hunself ■ But even if he ia actually so com- 
pounded, he need not read mnoh. Society 
is a strong solution of books. It draws the 
virtue out of what is best worth reading, as 
hot water draws the strength of tea-leavea. 
If I were a prince, I would hire or buy a 
private literary tea-pot, in which I wonld 
steep all the leaves of new books that pro- 
miaad well The infusion would do for me 
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witiiont tile vegetable fibre. Yon under- 
stood me ; I wonld have a person vhose 
sole buiiuess sbonld be to reiul da^y and 
night, and talk to me whenever I wanted 
him to. I know the man I would have ; a 
qnick-witt«d, outspoken, incisive fellow; 
knows history, or at any rate has a shelf 
full of books about it, which he can use 
handily, and the same of all useful arts and 
sdenoes ; knows all the common {dots of 
plays and novels, and the stock company of 
chanuiters that are continually coming on in 
new costume ; can g^ve yon a ciitioism of an 
octavo in an epithet and a wink, and yon 
can depend on it ; cares for nobody except 
for the virtne there is in what he says ; 
delights in taking off big wigs and profes- 
sional gowns, and in the diaembalming and 
unbandaging of all literary mummies. Yet 
he ia as tender and reverential to all that 
bean the mark of genius, — that is, of a new 
influx of truth or beanty, — as a nun over 
her missaL In short, he is one of those 
men that know everything except how to 
make a living. Him would I keep on the 
square next my own royal compartment on 
life's oheasbosjd. To him I would posh 
Qp another pawn, in the shape of a comely 
and wise young woman, whom he would of 
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conTBe take,— to wife. Forall coQtiiigencies 
I would Eberally provide. In a word, I 
would, in the plebeian, but ezpressiTs 
phraae, " put him throngh " all the mateiial 
port of life ; see him sheltered, warmed, fed, 
button-mended, and all that, just to be able 
to lay on his talk when I liked, — witll the 
privilege of shutting it o£r at wilL 

A Club is the next best thing to this, 
Btmng like a harp, with about a dozon ring- 
ing intelligeucea,^ each answering to some 
chord of the macrocosm. Thej do well to 
dine tt^ther once in a while. A dinner- 
party made up of Huch etementa is the 
last triumph of civilisation over barbarism. 
Nature and art combine to charm the 
senses ; the equatorial zone of the STstem 
is soothed by well-atudied artifices ; the 
faculties are off duty, and fall into their 
natural attitudes ; you see wisdom in slip- 
pers and science in a short jacket. 

The whole force of conversation depends 
on how much you can take for granted. 

1 Ttie "Satnrdaj Club," before referred to, en- 
■wered as veil to this deBcrlptlon aa some otbers 
better known to hletor;. UsUiematlcs, mnsii:, art, 
the phjslea] and tdoloelcal scfencea, history, philo- 
sophy, poetiy, and other branchea of inuglnaClve 
literature, nere sll represented by masters In their 
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Vulgar cheBB-playen have to play their 
game OQt ; nothing short of the brutality 
of an actual checkmate satiefieB their dall 
apprefaenaionB. But look at two maaters of 
that noble game ! White atanda well enough, 
>o far aa you can see ; bat Red says. Mate 
in six moves ; — White looks, —nods ;— the 
game is over. Just so in talking with first- 
rate men ; especially when they are good- 
natnred and eipanaive, as tbay are apt to 
be at table. That blessed clairvoyance 
vhlch seee into things without opening 
them, — that glorious licence, which, hav- 
ing shut the door and driven the reporter 
from ita keyhole, calls upon Truth, majestic 
virgin I to get down from ber pedestal and 
drop her academic poses, and take a festive 
garland and the vacant place on the fnediiia 
ledui, — that carnival abower of questions 
and replies and comments, large axioms 
bowled over the mahogany like bombshells 
from professional mortars, and exploaive wit 
dropping its trains of many-coloured fire, 
and the mischief-making rain of ban-bong 
pelting everybody that shows himself, — the 
picture of a truly intellectual banqaet is one 
which the old Divinities might well have 
attempted to reprwdnoe in their— 

— " Oh, oh, oh !" cried the yonog fellow 
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whom they call John, — " that ia from ona of / 

yonr lectures 1 " 

I know it, — I replied, — Iconoedait, Icon- 
feaa it, proclum it, 

"The trail of the serpent ia orer them til I" 

All leoturers, all profeBsors, all school- 
ntaaters, have ruts and grooves in th^ 
minda into which their converaation ia per- 
petnally sliding. Did yon never, in riding 
through the woods of a atill June evening, 
suddenly feel that yon bad passed into a 
warm stratum of air, and in a minute or two 
strike the chill layer of atmosphere beyond! 
Did you never, in cleaving the green watera 
of the Back Bay,— where the Frovinoial 
blue-nosea are in the habit of beating the 
" Metropolitaa " boat-cluba, — find yonraelt 
in a tepid streak, a narrow, local gulf-stream, 
<-i gratnltouB warm bath a little underdone, 
through which your glistening shauldran 
soon flashed, to bring yon back to the obid 
realities of fnll-aea temperature ? Just ao, 
in talking with any of the characters above 
referred to, one not tmfreqoently finds a. 
sudden change in the style of the conver- 
sation. The laok-luatre eye, rayleas aa a 
Beacon Street door-plate in Angost, all at 
once tilla with light ; the face flings itself 
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wide open. Hike the chorcli-portalB when the 
bride and bridegroom enter ; ttia little man 
grows in atfttnre before yonr eyes, like the 
■mall prisoner with hair on end, beloved yet 
dreaded of early childhood ; yoa were talk- 
ing with a dwarf and an imbecile, — yon have 
a giant and a tnimpet-tongued angel before 
yon ! — Nothing but a streak oirt of a fifty- 
dollar lecture. — Ah when, at some unlooked- 
for moment, the mighty fountain column 
springs into the air before the aatonished 
passer-by, — silver-footed, diamond- crowned, 
rainbow-scarfed, — from tlie bosom of that 
fair sheet, sacred to the hymns of quiet 
batrachians at home, and the epigrams of 
a less amiable and less elevated order of 
ttptilia in other latitudes. 

— Who was that person that was so 
abused some time since foe saying that in 
the conflict of two races our sympathiea 
naturally go with the higher * No mat- 
ter who he was. Now look at what is 
going on in India,^a white, superior 
"Caucasian" race, against a dark-akinned 
inferior, bat still " Caucasian " race, — and 
where are English and American sympa- 
thies? We cant stop to settle all the 
donbtfnl questiona ; all we know is, tfaat 
the brute nature is sure to come out most 
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strongly in tlie lower race, and it is the 
general law that tlie human side of hamauit; 
ihonld treat the bmtal aide as it does the 
same nature in tbe inferior gnimalg, — tame 
it or crush it. The India mail brings atorica 
of women and children ontraged and mur- 
dered ; the royal stronghold ia in the hands 
of the babe-killent, England takes down the 
Map of the WorlJ, which she has girdled 
with empire, and makes a correction thus ; 
Delhi. DeU. The civilised world says. 
Amen. 

— Do not think, because I talk to you of 
many aubjects briefly, that I should not 
find it much lazier work to take eac{k one of 
them and dilute it down to an essay. Bor- 
row aome of my old college themes and 
water my remarks to suit yourselves, as the 
Homeric heroes did with their meiw oinM, — 
that black, eweet, syrupy wine which they 
used to alloy with three parts or more of the 
flowing stream. [Could it have been melauee, 
as Webster and his provincials spell it, — or 
Moloisa'e, as dear old smattering, chattering, 
wonld-be-College- President, Cotton Mather, 
has it in the Magnolia ? Ponder thereon, 
ye small antiquaries who make barn-door- 
fowl flights of learning in NoM and 
Queries/ — ye Historiual Societies, in one of 
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vboee venerable triremes I, too, aaoeud the 
stream of time, while other bands tug at the 
oars !— ye Aminos of parasiticttl literature, 
who pick up your gmios of native-grown 
food with a bodkin, having gorged npon less 
honest fare, until, like the great minds 
Goethe speaks of, yon have "made a Gol- 
gotha " of yonr pages !— ponder thereon !] 

— 'Before you go, this morning, I want to 
read yon a copy of verses. You will under- 
stand by the title that they are written in 
an imagiDary character. I don't donbt they 
will fit some family-man well enoagh. I 
send it forth as " Oak Hall " projecta a 
eoat, on a priori grounds of conviction that 
it will suit somebody. There is do loftier 
iltiistration of faith than this. It believes 
that a Boul has been clad in flesh ; that 
tender parents have fed and nurtured it ; 
that its myaterioua compagea or frame- work 
has sarvived its myriad exposures and 
reached the stature of maturity ; that the 
Han, now self- determining, has given in his 
adhesion to the traditions and habits of the 
race in favour of artificial clothing ; that be 
will, having all the world to choose from, 
select the very locality where this audacjons 
generalisation has been acted upon. It builds 
a garment cut to the pattern (^ an Idea, and 



trusts that Nature will model a material 
Bhspe to fit it. There is a prophecy in every 
seam, and ita pockets are full of inspiratiim. 
— Now hear the versea. 

THE OLD MAN DKEAMS. 

for one hour of yonthftil joy I 
Give back ray twentieth spring I 

1 'd rather laugh a bright-haired boy 

Tlian reign a groy-beard king I 

Off with the wrinkled spoils of age '. 

Away with learuing'a crown 1 
Tear out life's wiadora-written page, 

And dash its trophies down '. 

One moment let my life-blood stream 
Prom boyhood's fount of flame ! 

Give me one giddy, reeling dream 
Of life all love and fame I 

—My listening angel heard the prayer, 

And calmly smiling, said, 

' If I but touch thy siivered hair, 

Thy hasty wish hath sped. 

" But is there nothing in thy track 
To bid thee fondly stay, 
While the swift seasons hurry back 
To find the wished-for day ! " 
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—Ah, trneBt Bonl of ivomaiikiDd 1 

Withoat thee, what were lETe I 
One bliss I cannot leave behmd : 

I '11 taie— my— precious— wife ! 

^The BDgel took a aapphire pen 

And wrote in rainbow dew, 

"The man would be a boy again, 

And be s hoeband too ! " 

— " And is there nothing yet nnn^d 

Before the change appears T 
Bemember, all their gifts have fled 

With those dissolving years 1" 

Why, yes ; tor mamory would racflll 

My fond paternal joya; 
1 could not bear to leave them all ; 

1 11 take — my — girl— and— boye ! 

The imlling angel dropped his pen,— 

" Why, this will never do ; 
The man would be a boy again. 

And be a father too ! " 

And BO I laughed, — my laughter woke 
The household with its noise.— 

And wrote my dream, when morning broke. 
To please the grey-haiwd boys. 
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[T AM so well pleaied with my boarding- 
X honae that I intend to remain there, 
perhaps for years. Of conrse I shall have a 
great many converaatioiiB to report, and they 
will neoeaaarily be of different tone and on 
different subjects. The talks are like the 
breakfasts, — sometimes dipped toast, and 
Bometimea dry. Yon must take them as 
they come. How can I do what all these 
letters ask me to ?' No. 1 wants seriona 

The lett*™ received by aiitliora from nnknown 
correspondenti form a curinni and, I believe, almost 
imreconled bnuiiJi of literature. The most intenst- 
JDg foot connected «lth these letten la thia. U n 

intellectual flavour, pocuUarly hl> own, and his wilt- 

apecially attracted to him by a certain singularly 
BtroDg affinity. A writer need not be eurprised when 
some simple-htarted creatun, evidently perfectly sin- 
cere, with no poem or atory In the backgronnd for 
wblch be or ahe wants your critical oinces, meaning 
too traqnantly yonr praiae, and itathiag else,— wben 
thIa hlndsonl asBoresblni or her that be or she, the 



unr^-flB, Google 



and earnest thoaght. No. 2 (letter smella 
of b(ul cigua) mnst have more jokes ; wants 
me to tell a, "good storey", which he has 
copied out for me. (I suppose two letters 
before the word "good" refer to some 

coireapondent, lores to read the producUons of him 
or ier, the miter, better than those of any other 
inthoT living or dead. There Is no need of icconnt- 
Ing fbr (helrindlvldiul prefereDcsea. What if & leader- 
pnferyoa to the oIasbLcs. vhoKvordsareresoandiDg 
thnmgh"thecoTr)dorsoftime"l Yon protahly come 
much nesrcr to lils intellectual level. The roBO is the 
bvreetest growth of the garden, but ahall not your 
haimlees, nccoBsiiry cat prefoi the arouia of thnt 
anUqnely odorous valerian, not UDfamlllar to hyiterle 
iromanhoodf "How can we sbuid the fine things 
tliatarosald otnst" asked one of a bright NewEog. 
lander, whom New YotIi has borrowed trom ue. 
" BecioH we feel that they are tmt,* ha inawered. 
At any rate It they are true for thoae who say them, 
we need not qnanel with their (raperUHves. 

But what rerelaUons are to bereadlo these letter? I 
From the lisp of vanity, commendlDg Itself to the at- 
tcnUoD of the object of lis sdmiratlon, to the 07 of 
despair, wbich means insanity or death, If a wise 
word of connsel or a helping band does not stay it, 
what a gamut ot hnnun nttersnoea I Each individual 
writer feels aa U he or she wen the only one to bo 
llatened to and sooeonred, little remembering that 
merel/ to actnowledge the receipt of the letters that 
Dome by every post is no small part of every day's oc- 
cupation to a good'tiatured and moderately popular 



Doctor of Divinitj who told the story. ) Nu. 
3 (in female hand) — more poetry. No. i 
waats (Hjmething that would be of use to 
a practical mui. {Prahetieal moAn he 
probably pronounces it.) No. 5 (gilt- 
edged, sweet-scented) — "more sentiment," 
— "heart's onlpouriiigB. " — 

My dear friends, one and all, I can do 
notbing but report such remarks as I happen 
to have made at our braakfast-table. Their 
character will depend on many acddents, — 
a good deal on the particular persons in tba 
company to whom they were addressed. It 
so happens that those which follow were 
mainly intended for the divinity -student and 
the schoolnustress ; though others whom I 
need not mention saw fit to interfere, with 
more or leu propriety, in ths conTersation. 
This is one of my privilege* as a talker ; and 
of conise, when I was not talking for our 
whole company, I don't expect all the readers 
of this periodical to be interested in my notes 
of what was sold. Still, I think there may 
be a few that will rather like this vein, — 
ponibly prefer it to a livelier one, — serious 
young men, and young women generally, in 
life's roseate parenthesiB from — — years of 

age to inclusive. 

' AtjoSiet privilege of talking is to tnisqaote. 



— Of course it wasn't Frofierpina that actually 
cut the yellow hair, — but IrU. (Aa I have 
silioe told ;dd) it was the former lady'a 
T^jidar bnsinMS, but Dido had lued herself 
nngeateelly, and Madame d'Eufer stood Ann 
on the point of etiquette. So the bfcthycol- 
pian Here,— Jnuo, in Latin, — sent down Iris 
instead. But I was mightily pleased to see 
that one of the gentlemen that do the he»Ty 
articlea for the celebrated Oceatac MiaceUany 
miaqnoted Campbell's line without any ex- 
cuse. "WaftuB Aonu thenie«a^"of oouifie 
it ought to be. Will he be duly grateful for 



— The more we study the body and the 
mind, tile mora we find both to be governed. 
oet by, but aeeording to laws, such as we 
observe in the larger universe. — Yoa think 
you know all about waliang, — don't yon, 
now ? Well, how do yon suppose your lower 
limba are held to yonr body! They are 
sucked Dp by two cupping vessels (" cotyloid" 
— oup-like — cavities), and held there as long 
as you live, and longer. At any rate, you 
think yon move them backward and forward 
at Buch a rate as yonr will determines, don't 
you ! On the contrary, they swing, just as 
any other pendnlums swing, at a fixed rate, 
determined by their length. Yon can alter 



tbia by mnacnlar power, as you can take 
bold of tiie pendulum of a ilo::!: and make it 
move faster or slower; but your ordinary 
gait ia timed by the same mechanism BS the 
moTomenta of the solar system. 

[My friend, the Professor, told me all this, 
referring me to certain German physiologists 
hy the name of Weber for proof of the facta, 
which, however, be said he bad often verified. 
I appropriated it to my own nee ; what can 
one do better than this, when one has a 
friend that tells him anytbing worth re- 
membering ! 

The Professor seems to think that man 
and the general powers of the nniverse are 
in partnership. Some one was saying that 
it had cost nearly half a million to move the 
Leviathan^ only so far as they had got it 
already. — Why, — said the Professor, — they 
might have hired an rarthquakb for less 
money !] 

Jnst aa we find a mathematical role at the 
bottom of many of the bodily movements, 

1 The LeniaOum waa the mune Snt applied to the 
lioge vesMl an^rwanla koowa aa tha Gnat Eiattm. 
The trouble whicb KM fmtn its being built out of its 
"lurtiVB elemeot," »« the newepapers eall it, was lilce 
tlie puzzle of the Primrose hooBehold after the groat 
family picture, with ^'ss many sheep as Ihe painter 
conld put in for noUtlng," was fliiiBh«il. 
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jnat BO thought may be supposed to have its 
regular cyclea. Such or such a thought 
comes round periodically, in ita turn. Acci- 
dental Buggeationa, however, ao far interfere 
with the regular cycles, that we may find 
them practically beyond onr power of recog- 
nition. Take all this for what it la worth, 
bat at any rate you mil agree that there are 
certain particular thoughts which do not 
come up once a day, not once a week, bnt 
that a year would hardly go round withont 
your having them pass through your mind. 
Here is one which cornea up at intervale in 
this way. Some one speaks of it, and there 
is on instant and eager emile of assent in the 
listener or listeners. Yes, indeed ; thoy 
have often been struck by it. 

All at once a conviction Jiashea through iii 
that tee have been in the same preciee ciVcum- 
tlances as at tlie praeni matant, once or manj/ 
ilft^ h,Jm. 

O dear, yes I — said one of the company, — 
everybody has had that feeling. 

The landlady didn't know anything about 
snch notions ; it was an idee in folks' beads, 
she expected. 

The schoolmistress said, in a hesitating 
sort of way, that she knew the feeling 
well, and didn't like to experience it ; 



it mada her think she wm a. ghost some- 

The young fellow Thorn they call John 
said he knew all aboat it; he had jnst lighted 
a cheroot the other day, when a tremendona 
eonyietion sJl at once came orer him that he 
bad done jast that aama thing ever so many 
times before. I looked severely at bim, and 
his countenance imniediatoly fell— on the lide 
loward mej I cannot answer for the other, 
for he can wink and laugh with either half 
of hie face without the other half's knowing it. 

— I have noticed — I went on to say — the 
following circmnstancoB connected with these 
sudden impreaaiona. First, that the condi- 
tion which seeniB to be the duplicate of a 
former one is often very trivial, — one that 
might have presented itself a hundred times. 
Secondly, that the impression is very evan- 
escent, and that it is rarely, if ever, recalled 
by any voluntary effort, at least after any 
time has elapsed. Thirdly, that there is a 
disinclination to record the drcumstauoee, 
and a sense of incapacity to reproduce the 
state of mind in words. Fourthly, I have 
often felt that the duplicate condition had 
not only occnrred once before, but that it 
was familiar, and, as it seemed, habitn&L 
Lastly, I have had the same convictions in 
my dreams. 
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How do I ftcconnt far it ? —Why, there are 
several ways that I caa mention, and you 
may take your choice. The first is that 
which the yonng lady hinted at : — that these 
flaahes *re sudden recollectioiis of a preriouH 
eiiatenoe. I don't believe that ; for I re- 
member a poor student I naed to know told 
me he had rach a conviction one day when 
be w»a blacking his boots, and I can't think 
he had ever lived in another world where 
they use Day and Martin. 

Some think that Dr. Wigan's doctrine of 
the brain's being a donble organ, its hemi- 
spheres working together like the two eyes, 
accoonts for it. One of the hemispheres 
hangs fire, they suppose, and the small in- 
terval between the perceptions of the nimble 
and the sluggish half seems an indefinitely 
long period, and therefore the aecond per- 
ception appears to be the copy of another, 
ever so old. But even allowiug Uie centre 
of perception to be double, I can see no good 
reason tor supposing this indefinite lengthen- 
ing of the time nor any analogy that bears it 
onL It seems to me most likely that the 
coincidence of circumstances is very partial, 
but that we take this partial resemblanoe for 
identity, as we occasionally do resemblances 
of persons. A momentary posture cd dr- 
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camstaDces is so far like some precedtog oiiu 
that we accept it as exactly tha asme, just 
H3 we accoat a stranger occaaiaiuillf, mis- 
taking him for a friend. The apparent 
similarity may be owing, perhaps, quite as 
much to the mental state at the time, aa to 
the ontwsfd circnmstances. 

— Here is another o£ these curiously re- 
curring remarks.' I have said it, and heatd 
it many times, and occasionally met with 
something like it in books, — somewhere in 
Bulwer's novels, I think, and in one of the 
works of Mr. Olmsted, I know. 

Mimory, imagination, old Bintimaits and 
OModations, are more readily nached throufjh 
lit ttnse qf shell titan by almost any oilier 
ehamUl, 

Of course the particular odours which act 
upon each person's stisceptibilities differ..— 
Oh yes 1 I will tell you some of mine. The 
smell of phosphorun is one of them. Dnring 
a year or two of adolescence I used to be 
dabbling in chemistry a good daal, and as 
abont that time I had my little aspirations 
and passions like another, some of these 
things got mixed up with each other : orange- 
coloured fumes of nitroua acid, and viiions 
as bright and transient ; reddening litmua- 
paper, and blnshing cheeks ; — eheu ! 
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" Bo1e8 occiderB et redire pussont," 
but there in no reagent that wiU redden the 

faded roees of eighteen hundred and 

epare them ! But, as I ■was Bajmg, phoH- 
phorua fires this train of a8B[>ciiitione in an 
itutant ; its luminous vapours with their 
penetrating odour throw me into a trance ; 
it comes to me in a double Bonse "trailing 
clouds of glory." Only the confounded 
Vienna matches, oAite pliosphorgeruch, have 
worn my sensibilities a little. 

Then thero is the marigold. "When I was 
of smalleat dimensions, and wont to ride 
impacted between the knees of fond parental 
pair, we wonld aometimea crosB the bridge 
to the next village-town and stop opposite a 
low, brown, "gambrel-roofed" cottage. Out 
of it would come one SaUy, sister of its 
swarthy tenant, swarthy herself, ahady- 
lipped, aad-voiced, and, bending over her 
flower-bed, would gather a "posy," as she 
called it, tor the little boy. Sally lies in 
the churchyard, with a alab of bine slate at 
her head, lichen-crusted, and leaning a little 
within the last few years. Cottage, garden- 
beda, posies, grenadier-like rows of seedling 
onions, — stateliest of vegetablea, — all are 
gone, bnt the breath of a marigold brings 
them all back to me. 
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Perhaps the herb everlastiag, the fragrant 
immorUUe of our autumn fields, has the most 
suggestive odour to me of all those that set 
ma dreaming. I can hardly describe the 
strange thoaghts and emotiona whioh come 
to me 08 I inhale the aioma of its pole, dry, 
rustling flowen. A aomething it haa of 
sepulchral spioeiy, aa if it had been brought 
from the core of some great pyramid, where 
it had lata on the breast of a mummied 
Pharaoh. Something, too, of immortality in 
the sod, faint swaetueBS lingering so long in 
its lifeless petals. Yet this does not tell 
whf it fills my eyes with tears and carries 
me in blissful thought to the banks of 
asphodel that border tiie River of Life. 

— I should not have talked so muob about 
these peraonal snsceptibiiities, if I bad not a 
remark to make about them which I believe 
is a new one. It is this. There may be a 
physical reason for the strange connection 
between the sense of smell a^ the mind. 
The olfactory nerve, — so my friend, the 
ProfesBOc, toUa me, — is the only one directly 
connected with the hemispheres of the brain, 
the ports in which, as wo have every reason 
to believe, the intellectual processes are per- 
formed. To apeak more truly, the olfactory 
" nerve " is not a nerve at all, he Bays, but 
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a part of the brain, in intimate connectioii 
with its anterior lobes. Whether this ana- 
tomical arrangament is at the bottom of the 
facta I have tnentioned, I will not decide, 
bnt it ia curious enough to be worth re- 
msmbering. Contraat the nense ol taste, as 
a sonice of snggeative impressions, with that 
□f smell. Now the Profesxor asanrea me 
that you will find the neire of tsato has no 
immediate connection with the brsin proper, 
but only with the prolongation of the spinal 

[Tho old gentleman opposite did not pay \\^ 
mnch attentioii, I think, to this hypothesis 
of mine. £ut while I was speaking abont 
the sense of smell he nestled about in his 
seat, and presently succeeded in getting oat 
a large red band^ina handkerchief. Then 
he lurched a little to the other side, and 
after mnch tribulation at last extricated 
an ample round suuEF-box. I looked as 
he opened it and felt for the wonted pugil. 
Moist rappee, and a Tonka-bean lying there- 
in. I made the manual sign understood of 
all mankind that use the precious dust, and 
pnsently ray braiii, too, responded to the 
longnnused stdmalus. — boys, — that were, 
— actual papas and poasible grandpapas, — 
some of you with crowns like billiard-balls, 



— Bome in locks of sable eilvered, and some 
of ailver sabled, — do 70D remember oi yon 
doie over this, those after-dinnera at the 
Troii Frtres, when the Scotch -plaided anuff- 
box went round, and the dry Lnudy-Foot 
tickled its way along into our happy sen- 
sorta! Then it waa that the Chambertin 
or the Clos Vougeot came in, alombering in 
ita atraw cradle. And one among you, — do 
yon remember how he would ait dreaming 
over hia Burgundy, and tinkle his fork 

ainat the aides of the bubble-like glass, 
saying that he woa hearing the cow-bells 
as he need to hear them, when the deep- 
breathing kine come home at twilight from 
the huckleberry pasture, in the old home a 
thousand leagues towards the eunaet !] 

Ah me I what strains and strophes of □□- 
written verae pulaate through my soul when 
I iq>en a certain closet in the ancient houae 
where I was born ! On its shelvea naed to 
lie bundles of aweet-marjoram and penny- 
royal and lavender and mint and catnip ; 
there apples were stored until their seeda 
should grow black, which happy period there 
were sharp little milk-teeth always ready to 
anticipate : there peaches lay in the dark, 
thinking of the sunshine they had lost, until, 
like the hearts of eainta who dream of faeAven 
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in their sorrow, thej grew fragrant as the 
breath of angels. The odoronB echo of a 
wore of dead aummerB lingers jet in those 
dim recesses.' 

— Do I remember Byron's line about 
"striking the electric chain"! — To be aare 
I do. I sometimes think the leas the hint 
that stirs the aatomatic machinery of associ- 
ation, the more easily this moves ns. What 
can be more trivial than tliat old story of 
opening the folio Shakepeare that used to 
lie in some ancient English hall and finding 
the flakes of Christmaa pastry between its 
leaves, shut up in them perhaps a hundred 
yeais agoT Aod, lo ! as one looks on these 
poor relic* of a bygone generation, the uni- 
veise changes in the twinkling of an eye ; 
old George the Second is back again, and 
the elder Pitt is coming into power, and 
General Wolfe is a fine, promising foong 
man, and over the Channel they are palling 
the Sieur Bomiens to pieces with wild horses. 
and across, the Atlantic the Indians are 
tomahawking Eirams and Jonathans and 
Jonases at Fort William Henry ; all the 
dead people who have been in the dust so 
long — even to the stout-anned cook that 
made the pastry — are olive again ; the planet 
unwinds a hundred of its luminoas coils. 



and the preceHBion of tha equinoxes is re- 
trsced on the dial of heaven ! And all this 
for s bit of pie-crust ! 

— I will thank you for tliat pie, — Baid the 
{ooroking young fellow whom I have nained 
repeatedly. He looked at it for a moment, 
and put hia hands to his eyes bb if moved. — 
1 was thinkjng,^ — he said indistinotly — 

—How ! What is 't ?— said onr landlady. 

— I was thinking—said he — who was king 
of England when this old pie was baked, — 
and it made me feel bad to think how long 
he must have been dead. 

[Our landlady is a decent body, poor, and 
a widow of course ; celd va satu dire. She ^ 
told ma her story once ; it was as if a grain 
of com that bad been ground and bolted had 
tried to individualise itself by a special nar- 
rative. There was the wooing and the wed- 
ding, — the atartin life, — the disappointment, 
— the children she had buried,- — the struggle 
against fate, — the dismantling of life, flrat 
of its small luxuries, and then of its comforts, 
— the broken spirits, — the altered character 
of the one on whom she leaned, — and at last 
the death that came and drew the black cur- 
tain between her and all her earthly hopes. 

I never laughed at my landlady after she 
had told me her story, but I often cried, — 



not thoae pattering tears that run off the 
eavM npon our neighboara' grounds, the slitli- 
eidivm of self •cansciouB sentiment, but those 
which steal ooiselessly through their coodnita 
until they reach the dstems lying ronnd about 
the he«rt ; those tears that ve weep inwardly 
with unchanging features ; — such I did shed 
for her often when the imps ot the boarding- 
house Inferno tugged at her soul with their 
red-hot pincers.] 

Young man, — I said, — the pasty you speak 
lightly of is not old, but courtesy to those 
who Ubonr to serve na, especially if they are 
ot the weaker sex, is very old, and yet well 
worth retaining. May I recommend to yon 
the following caution, as a guide, whenever 
you are dealing with & woman, or an artist, 
or a poet, — if yon are handling an editor or 
a politician, it is superfluous advice. I take 
it from the back of one of those Uttle French 
toys which contain pasteboard Ggures moved 
l^ a small running stream of fine sand ; 
Benjamin Frankliii will translate it for yon ; 
" Quoiqtt'elU loU trit eoUdement numtit, U 
foal nepaa brdtaliher la machine." — I vrill 
thank you for the pie, if you please. 

[I took more of it than was good for me, — 
ax much as 85°, I should think,— and had an 
indigestion in consequence. While I was snf- 



feriDg from it, I wrote some sadly despond- 
ing poems, and a theological essay vbich - 
took a very melancholy Tiew of creation. 
Whea I got batter I labelled them all " Pie- 
cniEt," and bud them by aa scarecrows and 
■olemn vamings. I have a number of books 
on my shelves which I should like to label 
with some such title ; bnt, as they have 
great names on their title-psges, — Doctors of 
Divinity, some of them,— it wouldn't do.] 

— My friend, the Professor, whom I have 
mentioned to you once or twice, told me 
yesterday that somebody had been abusing 
him in some of the journals of his calling. 
I told him that I didn't doubt he deserved 
it; that Ihoped he diddeaerve a little abuse 
occasionally, and would for a number of 
yearstocome ; that nobody could do anything 
to make his neighboan wiser or better with- 
ont being liable to abuse for it ; especially 
that people hated to have their little mis- 
takes made fun of, and perhaps he had 
been doing something of the kind. — The 
Professor smiled. — Kow, said I, bear what 
I am going to say. It will not take many 
years to bring yon to the period of life when 
men, at least the majority of writing and 
talking men, do nothing but praise. Men, 
like peaches and pears, grow sweet a little 
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while before they begin to decay. I don't 
know what it ia,— whether a epontaneooB 
change, mental or bodily, — or whether it is 
'thoroagh experience of the thankfnlnesa of 
critical honeaty, — bat it is a fact, that moBt 
writers, except soar and unauocesBfnl ones, 
get tired of finding faalt at about the time 
when they are beginning to grow old. As a 
general thing, I would not give a great deal 
for the fair words of a critic, if he is himself 
an author, over fifty years of age. At thirty 
we are al! trying to cut our names in big 
letters upon the walla of this tenement of 
life ; twenty yeara later we have carved it, 
or shut up our jack-knives. Then we are 
ready to help othera, and mors anxions not 
to hinder any, beoauae nobody's elbows are 
in our way. So I am glad you have a little 
life left ; you will be saccharine enough in a 
few years. 

— Some of the BoftGDing effects of ad- 
vancing age have struck me very much in 
what I have heard or aecn here and else- 
where. I jntt now spoke of the sweetening 
process that authors undergo. Do yon know 
that in the gradual passage from maturity to 
helpleasneea the harshest characters same- 
timea have a period in which they are gentle 
and placid aa voung children! I have heard 
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it said, bnt I cannot be sponsor for its 
troth, that the famons chieftain, Lochiel, 
was rocked ia a cradle like a baby, in his 
old age. An old man, whose stadiea bad 
been of the severest scholastic kind, used to 
love to hear little nnrsery-Btorioa read over 
and over to him. One who saw the Dnte 
of Wellington in his last years describes 
him as very gentle in bis aspect and 
demeanonr. I remember a person of 
singularly stem and lofty bearing who 
became remarkably gracious and easy in 
all his ways in the later period of his life. 

And that leads me to say that men often 
remind me of pears in their way of coming 
to maturity. Some are ripe at twenty, like 
human Jargonelles, and must be nude the 
moat of, for their day ia soon over. Some 
come into their perfect condition late, like 
the antnmn kinds, and they last better than 
the summer fruit. And some, that, like the 
Winter-Kelis, have been hard and uninvit- 
ing nntil aU tiie rest have had their seasoD, 
get their glow and perfume long after the 
frost and snow have done their worst with 
the orchards. Beware of rash criticisms ; 
the rough and astringent fruit you condemn 
may be an autumn or a winter pear, and 
that which you picked np beneath the same 
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boDgb in August may have been only ita 
worm-eaten windfalls. Miltoa waa a Saint- 
Gemuiu with a graft of the roeeate Early- 
Catherine. Bich, juicy, Uvely, fragrant. 
roBBet-ikinned old Chaucer wai aa EJiMter- 
Bearr^ ; the bods of a new nunmer were 
awellmg when he ripened. 

— There is no power I envy ao much, — 
■aid the divini^-etudent, — aa that of seeing 
analogies and making comparisoUB. I don't 
nDdersttutd how it in that some minds are 
coatinuaUy coapliog thoughts or objecta 
that Heem not in the least related to each 
other, until all at once they are put in a 
certain light and yon wonder that you did 
not always see that they were as like aa a 
pair of twins. It appears to me a sort of 
miracnlous gift 

[He is a rather nice young man, and I / ^.^ 
think has an appreciation of the higher ^.-"""'^ 
mental qualities remarkable for one of bis 
years and trainiug. I try his head occauoa- 
ally as housewives ti; eggs, — give it an in- 
teOectnal shake and hold it up to the light, 
so to speak, to see if it has life in it, actual 
or potential, or only contains lifeless olbu- 

Yon call it miracuIoiM, — I replied, toss- 
ing the expression with my facial eminence. 



a little Binutly, I fear. — Two men are witlk- 
mg hy the polyphlceBboean ocean, one of 
them having a small tin cnp with nhich he 
can Bcoop up a gil! of sea-water when he 
wiU, and the other nothing but his hands, 
which will hardly hold water at all, — and 
yon call the tin cup a miracnlous posses- 
sion 1 It is the ocean that is the miracle, 
my infant apoatle t Nothing is clearer than 
that all things are in all things, and that 
just according to tho intensity and eKtenaion 
of our mental being we shall see the many 
in the one and the one in the many. Did 
Sir Isaac think what he waa saying when he 
made his speech about the ocean, — the child 
and the pebbles, you know ? Did he mean 
to speak slightingly of a pebble ! Of a 
spherical solid which stood sentinel over 
its compartment of space before the stone 
that became the pyramids had grown solid, 
and has watched it until now ! A body 
which knows all the currents of force that 
traverse the globe; which holds by invisible 
threads to the ring of Saturn uid the belt 
of Orion 1 A body from the contemplation 
of which an archangel conld infer the entire 
inorganic universe as the simplest of corol- 
laries I A throne of the all-porvading Deity, 
who has guided its every atom since the 



xotary of haaven was Btruug nith beaded 

So, — to return to our walk by the ocean, 
— if all tliat poetry htw dreamed, all that 
isBamty haa raved, all that maddening nar- 
cotics have driven through the bnuna of 
men, or smothered paseiou nuned in the 
fancies of women, — if the dreama of colleges 
and conventfl andboarding.schools,— it every 
htunan feeling that aighs, or Bmiles, or curses, 
or shrieks, or groans, should bring all their 
iimunierable images, such as coma with 
every hurried heart-beat, — the epic which 
held tbem all, though its letters filled the 
Kodiac, vontd be bat a cupful from the in- 
finite ocean of edmilitadeB and analogies that 
roUa through the universe. 

{The divinity-stndent honoured himself by 
the way la which he received tbis. Be did 
not swallow it at once, neither did he reject 
it ; but he took it as a pickerel takes the 
bait, and carried it off with him to his hole 
(in the fonrtb story) to deal with at his 
leisure. ] 

— Here is another remark made for his 
especial benefit — There is a natnral tend- 
ency in many persons to run their adjectives 
together in triadt, as I have beard tbem 
called, — thQB : He was hononrabla, cour- 



teons, and brave ; she waa graceful, pleas- 
ing, and TirtuoDS. Dr. JohnsOD is famone 
for this ; I think it waa Bulwer who said 
;oa conld separate a paper in the Jtambler 
into three distinct essays. Many of onr 
writers show the same tendency, — my friend, 
the Professor, espei^ally. Some think it is 
in bomble imitatioii of Johnson, — some that 
it ia for the sake of the stately sound only. 
I don't think they get to the bottom of it- 
It is, I suspect, an instinctive and involun- 
tary effort of the mind to present a thought 
or image with the three dimentioru vhich 
belong to every solid, — an unconscious hand- 
ling of an idea as if it had length, breadth, 
and thickness. It is a great deal easier to 
say this than to prove it, and a great deal 
eaeier to dispute it than to disprove it Bnt 
mind this : the more we observe and study, 
the wider we find the range of the auto- 
matic and instinctive principles in body, 
mind, and morals, and the i 
limits of the self - determining i 



— I have often seen pianoforte players and 
singers make snch strange motions over their 
instnunents or song-books that I wanted to 
laugh at them. "Where did oni friends 
pick up all these fine ecstatic airs !" I would 
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aay to myselt Then I wonld remember My 
Lady in ' ' Mamiige d la Mode, " and amuae 
myself with thinking how affectation was 
the same thing in Hogarth's time and in onr 
own. Bat one day I bought me a conoiy- 
lurd, and hnng him up in a cage at my win- 
dow. By-and-by he foond himself at home, 
and began to pipe his little tunea; and there 
he waa, sure enongh, swimming and waving 
aboat, with all the droopings and liftings 
and languishing side-turnings of the head 
that 1 had laaghed at. And now 1 should 
like to ask, Who taaght him all this ?^and 
me, through him, that the foolish head was 
not the one swinging itself from side to side 
and bowing and nodding over the music, but 
tbat other which was paising its shallow and 
self -satisfied judgment on a creature made of 
finer clay than the frame which carried that 
same head npon its shoulders T 

— Do you want an image of the human 
will or the self-determining principle, as 
compared with its pre-arranged and impas- 
sable rostrictiDns ! A drop of water, impri- 
soned in a crystal ; you may see such a one 
in any mineralogical collection. One little 
fluid particle in the ciystalline prism of the 
solid aniverse I 

— Weaken moral obligations !—Ko, not 



weaken, but define them. Whan I preach 
that Bermon I Spoke of the other day, I 
shall have to lay down some priuciplea not 
fully recogniaed in some of your teit-booha. 

I should have to begin with one moat for- 
midable preliminary. You saw an article 
the other day in one of the joamala, per- 
haps, in which some old Doctor or otlier 
said qnietly that patients were very apt to 
be fools and cowatds. But a great many of 
the clergyman's patients are not only fools 
and cowards, but also liars. 

[Immense sensation at the table. — Sadden 
retirement of the angular female in oxydated 
bombaiine. KoTemeub of adheeiou— as they 
Bay in the Chamber of Deputies— on the part 
of tiie young fellow they call John. Falling 
of the old-gentleman-opposite'a lower jaw — 
(gravitation is beginning to get the better of 
him). Our landlady to Benjamin Frankliii, / 
briskly, — Go to school right oS, there 'a a ^"'^ 
good boy 1 Schoolmistress carious, — takes 
a quiok glance at divinity-student, Divinity- 
atudent slightly fluahsd ; draws his shoulders 
back a little, as if a big falsehood— or truth 
— had hit him in the forehead. Myself calm. ] 

— I should not msJce such a speech as 
that, you know, without having pretty sub- 
stantial iDdorvers to fall back upon, in case 
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ray credit should be disputed. Will you run 
op-stairs, Benjamin Frankliii (for B. F. hul 
not goDB right ofF, of conrae), and bring down 
a Email volume from the left npper comer of 
the right-hand shelvea T 

[Look at the precious little black, ribbed- 
backed, clean-typed, vellam-papered 32mo, 
"I>B3ii>xiui EBAaMi CoiXOdUiA. Anutelo- 
dami. Typia Lndurici Elzevirii 1050." 
VariooB names written on title-page. Moat 
coupionous tiiia : Gul. Cookeson, E. ColL 
Omn. *"'■" 1725. Ozon. 

— O William Cookeson, of AU-Soula Col- 
lege, Oxford, — then writing oa I now write, 
—now in the duat, where I eball lie, — is this 
line all that remaina to thee of earthly 
remembrance? Thy name ie at leaat once 
more spoken by living men , — is it a pleaanre 
to tbee ? Tbou shalt share with me my little 
draught of immortality, — it»week, its month, 
It« year, — whatever it may be,— and then 
we will go together into the aolemn archivea 
of Obliviou'B TJncatalogued Library I] 

— If you think I have used ratjier atioag 
language, I shall have to read something ont 
of tbe book of tiiia keen and witty scholar, 
— the great Erasmus, — who "laid the egg 
of the Reformation which Luther hatched. " 
Oh, yon never read his iiTatifrajjriunt, or 
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"Shipwreok/'didyon! Of oonreeaot ;for, 
if fOQ had, I don't tliink you would have 
given me credit, — or discredit, — for entira 
origiiialitj in that speech i>f mine. That 
men are cowards in the contemplation oE 
fntnriiy he illnatrates b; the eitraordinary 
antici of many on board the sinking vesBcl ; 
that they are tools, by their praying to the 
■ea, and making promueg to bits of wood 
from the true cross, and all manner of similar 
nonsense ; that tbey are fools, cowards, and 
liars all at once, by this story : I will put it 
into rough English for you. — "I couldn't help 
laughing to hear oae fellow bawling out, so 
that be might be sure to be heard, a promise 
to Saint Quistopber of Paris, — the moustrous 
ststne in the great church there, — that he 
wonld give bim a wax taper as big a« himself. 
'Mind what you promise,' said on acqoMat' 
ance wbo stood near bim, poking him with 
hia elbow ; ' yon couldn't pay for it, if yon 
sold all yoni things at auction. ' ' Hold yonr 
ttmgue, yoD donkey ! ' said the fellow, — but 
softly, so that Saint CbiiBtopber should not 
hear bim, ' Do you think I 'm in earnest f If 
I once get my foot on dry gronnd, catch me 
giving him so much as a tallow candle ! '" 

Now, therefore, remembering that those 
who b»ve been loudest in their talk about 
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the groat Bubject of which we wera Bpeaking 
have not neceBsarily been wise, brave, and 
true men, but, on the contrarf, have very 
often been wanting in one or two or all of 
the qualitiea these worda imply, I shoald ex- 
pect to find a good many doctrines current 
in the schools which I should be obliged to 
call foolish, cowardly, and false. 

— So yon would abuse other people's be- 
liefs, Sir, and yet not tell us your own creed 1 
— aoid the divinity-stndent, colouring up 
with a spirit for which I liked him all the 
better. 

— I have a creed,— I replied, — none better, 
and none ehort«r. It is told in two worda, 
the two first of the Paternoster. And when 
I say these words I mean tbam. And whan 
I compared the human will to a drop in a 
crystal, and I said I meant to dejiat moral 
obligations, and not weaken them, this was 
what I intended to express : that the fluent, 
self'determining power of hnmon beings is 
a very strictly limited agency in the nniverse. 
The chief planes of its enclosing solid ore, of 
course, organisation, education, condition. 
Organisation may reduce the power of the 
will to nothing, as in some idiots ; and from 
this zero the scale monuts upwards by slight 
gradations. Education is only second to 
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nature. Imagine all the infanta born this 
year in Boston and Timbuctoo to change 
placea I Condition does leia, bnt " Give me 
neither poverty nor riches " was tho prayer 
of Agnr, and with good reason. If there is 
any improvement in modem theology, it is 
In getting oat of the region of pure abitrac- 
tiona and taking these everyday working 
forces into account. The great theological 
qu«Btion now heaving and throbbing in the 
minde of Chriatia.n men ia this : — 

No, I won't talk about these thingi now. 
My remarks might be repeated, and it would 
give my friends pain to see with what per- 
sonal incivilities I shonld be visited. Be- 
sides, what bcainess has a mere boarder to 
be talking about such things at a breakfast- 
table! Let him make pnns. To be sore, 
he was brought np among the Christian 
fathers, and learned his alphabet out of a 
quarto CoTieilium Triderttiaitm. He has also 
heard many thousand theological lectures 
by men of various deoomiiiatious ; and it 
is not at all to the credit of these teachers, 
if he ia not fit by this time to express an 
opnion on theological matters. 

I know well enough that there are some 
iif you who had a great deal rather see me 
stand on my head than use it for any purpose 
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of thooght. Doea not my friend, the Fro- 
fenor, receive at least two letters a week, re- 

qneatiiighltnto , 

— on the strength of some youthful aatic of 
his, which, no doubt, authoriaea the intelli- 
gent oonstituenoy of aatograph-hnntera to 
oddresa him as a harlequin ? 

— Well, r can't he savage with you for 
wanting to laugh, and I like to make, yoa 
laugh well enough, when I con. But then ob- 
serve thia : if the sense of the ridiculoua ia one 
aide of an impresaihle nature, it is very well ; 
but if that is all there ia in a man, he had 
better have been an ape at once, and so have 
stood at the head of bis profession. Laughter 
and teara are meant to turn tbe wheels of 
the same machinery of sensibility; one is 
wind-power, and tbe other water-power ; 
tbat is all. I have often beard the Frofeaaor 
talk about hyaterics as being Nature'a clever- 
est illustration of tbe reciprocal eon vertibili^ 
of the two atatea of which theae acta are the 
manifeatationa. But you may aee it every 
day in children ; and if you want to choke 
with atified tears at eight of the transition, 
aa it ahowa itself in older years, go and aee 
Mr. Bloke play Jeene Sural. 

It ia a very dangerous thing for a literary 
man to indulge bis love Cor the ridiculous. 
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People laagh viUh him just so long aa he 
amuses them ; bat if he attempts to be seriouB, 
they most still have their laugh, and bo tbey 
Ungh at htm. There is in addition, however, 
a deeper reason for this than would at first 
appear. Do jiou hnov diat you feel a little 
superior to every man who makes yoa laugh, 
whether hy making faces or verses ! Are 
you aware that yon have a pleasant sense of 
patronising him, when you condescend so 
far as to let bim turn somersets, literal or 
literary, for your royal delight T Now if a 
man can only be allowed to stand on a dais, 
or raised platform, and look down on hia 
neighbour who is exerting his talent for him, 
oh, it is all right !^ — First rate performance ! 
— and all the rest of the fine phrasea. Bnt 
if all at once the performer asks the gentle- 
man to come upon the floor, and, stepping 
upon the platform, begins to talk down at 
him,— ah, that wasn't in the programme. 

I have never forgotten what happened 
when Sydney Smith — who, as everybody 
knows, was an exceedingly sensible man, 
and a gentleman, every inch of him — ven- 
tured to preach a sermon on the Duties of 
Royalty. The Qvarttrly, "so savage and 
tartarly," came down upon him in the most 
contemptuous style, aa "a joker of jokes," 
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a "diner-out of the first water," in one ot 
hia own phrases ; sneering at him, insulting 
him, as nothing but a toady of a court, 
sneaking behind the anonymouB, would ever 
have been mean enougb to do to a man of 
his position and genius, or to any decent 
person even.- — If I were giving advice to a 
yonng fellow of talent, with two or three 
facets to his mind, I would tell him by all 
means to keep his wit in the backgronnd 
until after he hod made a reputation by bis 
more solid qoalities. And so to an actor : 
Hamlet first, and Bob Logic afterwards, if 
you like ; but dont think, as they say poor 
Listou used to, that people will be ready to 
allow that you can do anything great with 
MacbttA'a dagger after flonrishing about with 
Paul Pry't umbrella. Do yon know, too, 
that the majority of men look upon oil who 
challenge their attention, — for a while, at 
least, —as beggars, and nuisances f They 
always try to get off as cheaply as they 
can ; and the cheapest of all things they 
can give a literary man — pardon the forlorn 
jdeasantry ! — ia the/unny-bone. That is all 
very well so far as it goes, but satisfies no 
man, and makes a good many angry, as I 
t«ld you on a former occasion. 

— Oh, indeed, no !^I am not ashamed to 
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make you Uugh, occasionally. I think I 
could read 70U aomeUiing I have in my 
desk which wonld probably make you 
smile. Perhaps I will read it one of these 
d»ys, if you ore patient with me when 
I am sentimental and reflective ; not just 
now. The ludicrous has its place in the 
universe ; it is not a human invention, but 
□ne of the Divine ideas, illustrated in the 
practical jokes of kittens «ud monkeys long 
before Aristophanes or Shakspeare. How 
curious it is that we' always consider solem- 
nitf and the absence of all gay surprises and 
encounter of wits as essential to the idea of 
the fntore life of those whom we thus de- 
prive of half their faculties and then call 
bieatedt There are not a few who, even in 
this life, seem to be preparing themselves 
for that smilelesB etomity to which they 
look forward, by banishing all gaiety from 
thmr hearts and all joyousness from thear 
coimtenancef!. I meet one snch in the 
street not untteqnently, a person of Intel- 
ligenoe and education, but who gives me 
(and all that he passes) such a rayless and 
chilling look of reoognition, —something as 
if he were one of Heaven's assessors, come 
down to " doom " every acqnaintaace he 
met, — that I have sometimeB begnn to 
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sneeze on the spot, and gone home with a 
violent cold, dating from that instant. I 
don't dnnbt he would cut his kitten's tail 
off, if he caaght her playing witli it. Please 
tell me, who taught her to play with it T 

No, no 1 — give me a chance to talk to 
yon, my fellow- boarders, and you need not 
be afraid that I shaU have any scruples 
abont entertaining yon, if I can do it, as 
well as giving yon some of my serious 
thoughts, and perhaps my saddet fancies. 
I know nothing in Bnglish or any other 
literature more admirable than that senti- 
ment of Sir Thomas Browne, " Evert man 

NATUBE, OK BOHE WAT MABBS OOOD THE 



I find the great thing in this world is not 
so much where we stand, as in what direc- 
tion we are moving : To reach the port of 
heaven, we must sail sometimes with the 
wind and sometimes against it, — but we 
most sail, and not drift, nor lie at anchor. 
There is one very sad thing in old friend- 
ahipa, to every mind which is really moving 
onward. It is this : that one cannot help 
using his early friends as the seaman uses 
the log, to mark his progress. Every now 
and then we throw an old schoolmate over 
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the steni with a airing of thoaght tied to 
him, and look, — I am afraid 'with a Icind of 
lu^carious and sanctimomoua compoasioD, — 
to Bee the rate at which the string reels off, 
while he lies there bohhing up and doWD, 
poor fellow ! and we are dashing along with 
' the white foam and hright sparkle at onr 
bows ; — the mf&ed bosom of prosperity and 
progress, with a sprig of diamonds stnck in 
it : Bnt this is only the aentimental side of 
the matter ; for grow we must, if we oat- 
grow all that we love. 

Don't misunderstand that metaphor of 
hearing the log, I beg you. It is merely 
a smart way of saying that we cannot avoid 
measuring our rate of movement by those 
with whom ws have long been in the habit 
of comparing ourselves ; and when they 
once become stationary, we can gat our 
reckoning from them with pamful accu- 
racy. Wb Bee just what we were whan 
they were our peere, and can strike the 
balance between that and whatever we may 
feel ourselves to be now. No doubt we 
may sometimes be mistaken. If we change 
our last simile to that very old and familiar 
one of a fleet leaving the harbour and sul- 
ing in company for some distant region, we 
can get what we want out of it. There is 
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one of our compiuiioiis ; — her streamerB were 
torn into rags before slie liad got into the 
open »e&, then bj-and-by her sails blew out 
of the ropes one after another, the waves 
swept her deck, and aa night came on we 
left her a seeming wreck, as we dew nnder 
onr pyramid of canvas. Bat lo I at dawn 
she \m still in sight, — it may be in advance 
of us. Some deep ocean-cnrrent has been 
moving her on, strong, but silent, — yes, 
stronger than these noisy winds that puff 
OUT sails nntil they are svt-ollen as the 
cheeks of jubilant cherubim. And when at 
last the Uack steam-tug with the skeleton 
arms, which comes out of the mist sooner 
or later and takes a» all iu tow, grapples' 
her and goes off panting and groaning 
with her, it is to that harbour where all 
wrecks are refitted, and where, alas < wo, 
towering in our pride, may never come. 

So 70U will not think I mean to speak 
lightly of old friendships, because we can- 
not help instituting comparisons between 
oar present and former selves by the aid of 
those who were what we were, but are not 
what we are. Nothing strikes one more, in 
the lace of life, than to see how many give 
out in the first half of the course. " Com- 
mencement day " always reminds me of the 
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start for the " Derby," when the beautiful 
high-bred three-year-oldi of the aeaaon are 
brought Dp for triaL That day is the atart, 
and life ia the race. Here we are at Cam- 
bridge, and a claai is jnst " gradnating. " 
Poor Harry I he was to have been there 
too, bat he has paid fnieit ; step ont here 
into the grata behind the church ; ah ! there 

" Huso LAFIDKIf P03UERDNT 
SOCU K<BBBHTES." 

But this ia the start, and her« they are, — 
coats bright as silk, and manes aa smooth as 
eau lutlrale can make them. Some of the 
beet of the colts are pranced roond, a few 
minutes each, to show their paces. What 
ia that old gentleman crying about! and 
the old lady by him, and the three girls, 
what are they all covering their eyea for ! 
Ob, that is thar colt which has just been 
trotted up on the stage. Do they really 
think thoae litUe tiiin legs c«n do anything 
in such a slashing sweepstakes aa is coining 
off in these next forty years ! Oh, this ter- 
rible gift of aecond-sight that comes to some 
of ns when we begin to look through the sil- 
vered rings of the orcus leniWi ! 

Ten yeart gone. First turn in the race. 
A few broken dawn ; two or three bolted. 
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SHveraJ show in advance of the ruck. Can- 
soch, a block colt, Beems to ba ahead of the 
rest ; those black coltB commonly get the 
stsjHi, I have noticed, of the othen, in the 
first quarter. Meteor has pnlled up. 

Twenty year*. Second comer turned. 
Ccuaoek has dropped from the front, and 
JltdeiE, ftn iron-grey, has the lead. But 
look I how 'they have tMnnad oat I Down 
flat, — five, — six, — how many F They lie 
■tiU enough J they will not get up again 
in this race, be very Bure I And the rest 
of them, what a "tailing off".' Anybody 
can Bee who is going to win, — perhaps. 

Thirty yean. Third comer turned. Divet, 
bright sorrel, ridden by the fellow in a yel- 
low jacket, begins to make play fast ; is get- 
ting to be the favonrite with many. But 
who is tliat other one that has been length- 
ening his stride from the first, and now 
shows close up to the frontT Don't you 
remember the qnjet brown colt Asteroid, 
with the star in hia forehead ? That is 
he ; be is one of the sort that lasts ; look 
out for himl The black "colt," as we 
used to oil hiro, . is in the background, 
taking it easily in a gentle trot. There is 
one they used to call the FiUy, on account 
of a certain feminine air he had ; well np. 



yon see ; the Filly is not to be deipised, tny 

Forty yatrn. More dropping off, — but 
plkces much as before. 

Fifty ytnTB. Race over. All thst are on 
the coDraa are coming in at a walk ; no more 
ranning. Who is ahead I Ahead? What! 
and the winning-poBt a BUb of white or 
grey stone standing out from that torf 
where there is no more jockeying or 
straining for victory 1 Well, the ■w<a'ld 
marks their places in its betting-book; bat 
tie sare that these matter very little, if they 
have run as well as they knew how ! 

— Did I not say to you a little while ago 
that the noiveise Bwam in an ocean of simili- 
tndea and analogies ? I will not quote Cow- 
ley, or Bums, or Wordsworth, just now, to 
show yoQ what thonghtB were snggeBted to 
them by the simplest natonl objeete, snch 
as a flower or a leaf ; bat I will read yoo 
a few lines, if yoa do not object, an^ested 
by looking at a aection of <me of those cham- 
bered sheila to which is given the name of 
Pearly Nantilns. We need not tnnble 
onrBelves about the distinction between 
this and the Paper Nutihis, the Argo- 
itairfa of the anamts. Tbe naoM applied 
to both shows that each has long been 
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compared to a ship, as you lany aee more 
tally in Webet^» Dictionary, or the Ennj- 
elopctdia, to which he refers. If 70a will 
look into Rivet's Bridgewater Treaitiae, you 
will find a figure of one of these Bhells and 
a BectioQ of it. The last will show you 
the aeries of enlarging compartments suc- 
cegsively dwelt in by the animal that in- 
habits the ehell, which is built in a widen- 
ing spiral. Can yoo find no lesson in this t 

THE CHAMBERED NAUTILUS.' 

This is the ship of p«ar1, which, poets feign. 

Sails the nnshadowed mun,^ 

The venturous bark that flings 

On the sweet Bummer wind its parpled wings 

In golfs enchanted, where the sirep aings, 

And coral reefs lie bare. 
Where the cold sea-maids rise to sun their 



poetlcsl hsodllag oT a action BOfflclenUy Jnstlfled 
by the ouna commmly spplied to the ship of pesrl 
nil well M tbe ship of ps|<eT. 
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Ha webe of liiiDg gauze no mora nnfQrl ; 

Wrecked is the ahip of pe»rl I 

And every chambered c«ll, 
Where its dim dreamiiig life ww wont to 

dweU, 
As the frail tenimt shaped hie growing shell. 

Before thee lies revealed,— 
Its irised ceiling rent, its Bunlesa erypt un- 

Year after year hebeld the silent toll 
That spread his laetrous coil ; 
Still, as the spiral grew, 

He left the past year's dwelling for the new. 

Stole with soft step its shining aichway through, 
Built up its idle door. 

Stretched in his last-fonnd home, and knew the 
old no more. 

Thanks for the heavenly messai^e brought by 

Child of the wumlering sea. 

Cost from her lap forlorn ! 
From thy dead lips a clearer note is born 
Than ever IMton blew from wreath^ bom ! 

While on mine ear it rings, 
Thnmgli the deep caves of thought I bear a voice 
that sings : — 

my Boul, 



Leave thy low-vaulted past I 
Let each new tamplB, noblsr than the iMt, 
8hnt thee from heavea with a dome mora vaet. 

Till thou at length art free. 
Leaving thine outgrown ihell bj life'a nmesting 
eaal 



V. 

A LYRIC conception — my friend, the 
Poet, gaid—hits nie like a bnllet in 
the forehead. I have often had the blood 
drop from my oheeka when it struck, and 
felt that I tamed aa white aa death. Then 
comea a creeping aa of centipedes running 
down the spine, — tlien a gasp and a great 
jump of the heart, — then a sudden flush and 
a beating in the vesseU of the head, — then a 
long sigh, — and the poem is written. 

It is an impnimpta, I suppose, then, if 
you write it so suddenly,— I replied. 

No,— said he,— far from it. I said writ- 
ten, bat I did not say copied. Every such 
poem bai a soul and a body, and it is the 
body of it, or the copy, that men read 
and publishers pay for. The seal of it ia 
bom in an instant in the poet's souL It 
come* to him a thought, tangled in the 
meshes of a few sweet words, — words that 
have loved each other from the cradle of 
the language, but have never been weddeid 
nntil now. Whether It will ever fully eni^ 



body itself in a bridal train of a dozOD 
stanzas or not ta UDcertain ; bat it exiata 
potentially from the inatant that the poet 
turns pale with it. It is enough to stun 
aod Bcare anybody, to have a hot thou^t 
come crashing into his brain, and plough- 
ing up those parallel ruta where the wagon 
trains of common ideas were jogging along 
in their regular sequences of association. 
No wonder the ancient made the poetical 
impulse wholly external, M^ii- SriSe Bed : 
Goddess,— Muse,— divine afflatus, — some- 
thing outside always. / never wrote any 
verses worth reading. I can'L I am too 
stupid. If I ever copied sny that were 
worth reading, I was only a medium. 

[I was talking all this time to our 
boarders, you understand, —telling them 
what this poet told me. The company 
listened rather attentively. I thought, con- 
sidering the literary character of the re- 
marks.] 

The old gentleman apposite all at once 
asked me if I over read anything better 
than Pope's Essay on Man? Had I ever 
perused M'Fingal ! He was fond of poetry 
when he was a boy, — his mother taught him 
(u say many little pieces,- — he remembered 
one beautiful hymn ; — and the old gentle- 
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man began, in a dear, loud voice, for his 
years,— 

" The spaciona firmanient an high, 
With all the bine ethereal skj, 
And spangled heavens," — 

He stopped, as if startled by our silence, 
and a funt flush ran np beneath the thin 
white hairs that fell npon his cheek. Ae I 
looked round, I was reminded of a show 
I onoe saw at the Museum, — the Sleeping 
Beauty, I think they called it. The old 
man's sudden breaking out in this way 
tamed every face towards him, and each 
kept his postnre as if changed to stone. 
Our Celtic Bridget, or Biddy, i« not a fool- 
ish fat scullion . to burst ont crying for a 
sentiment. She is of the serviceable, red- 
handed, broad -and- high- shonldered t}'pe ; 
one of those imported female servants who 
are known in public by their amorphous 
style of person, their stoop forwards, and 
a headlong and as it were precipitous walk, 
— the waist plunging downwards into the 
rocking pelvis at every heavy footfall. 
Bridget, constituted for action, not for 
emotion, was abont to deposit a platu 
heaped with something upon the teble, 
when I saw the coarse arm stretched by 
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my shoulder drrestad, — motionless as the 
arm of a terra-cotta caryatid ; she couldo't 
Mt the plate down while the old gentlemau 
was speaking ! 

He was quite silent after this, still wear- 
ing the slight flush on bis cheek. Don't 
ever think the poetry is dead in an old 
man because his forehead is wrinkled, or 
that his manhood has left him when his 
hand trembles I If they ever were there, 
they are there still ! 

By-and-by we got talking again. — Does 
a poet love the verses written through 
liim, do yon think, Sir ? — aaid the divinity- 
student. 

So long as they are warm from his mind, 
— carry any of his animal heat aboat them, 
/ htma he loves them, — I answered. When 
they have had time to cool, he is more in- 
different. 

A good deal as it is with huekwhaat cakes, 
— said the young fellow whom they call John. 

The last words, only, reached the ear of 
the eoononiically organised female in black 
bombazine. — Buckwheat is skerce and high, 
— she remarked. [Must be a poor relation '^^' 
sponging on our landlady — pays nothing, — 
BO she must stand by the guns and be ready 
to repel boarders.] 
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I liked the tarn the canversatiou had 
taken, for 1 haA aame things I wanted, to 
any, and ao, after waitiog a miaute, I begau 
Again. — 1 don't think the poems I read you 
HomotimeB can be fairly appreciated, given 
to you as t^ey aie in the green state. 

— You don't know what I mean by the 
greeit ttaUf Well, then, I will tell you. 
Certain thingB are good for nothing until 
they have been kept a long while ; and 
Bome are good for nothing until they have 
been long kept and used. Of the first, wine 
is the illuatrious and immortal eiample. Of 
those which must be kept and nsed I will 
name three, — meerschaum pipes, violins, 
and poems. The meerschaum is bnt a poor 
afiair until it has burned a thousand ofFer- 
inga to the cloud. compelling deitiea. It 
comes to us without complexion or flavour, 
— bom of the sea-foam, like Aphrodite, bvt 
colourless as pallida Mors herself. The 
fire is lighted in its central shrine, and 
gradually the juices which the broad leaves 
of the Great Vegetable had sucked up from 
an acre and curdled into a drachm are dif- 
fused through ita thirsting pores. Pirtt a 
discoloration, then a stain, and at last a 
rich, glowing, amber tint spreading over the 
whole surface. Nature true to her old 



unr^-flB, Google 



J. I4S 

brown autotnn&I hue, you aae, — as true in 
the fire of the meerachaam ae in the siiii- 
Bhine of October ! And then the camul&tiTe 
wealth of its fragrant reminiacencei t he 
who iuhalea ita vapourE takes a tJiouaand 
whiffs in a single breath ; and one cannot 
touch it wiUioDt awakening the old joys 
that hang around it as the smell of flowers 
clings to the dreises of the daughters of the 
house of Farina I 

[Dont thiok I use a meerschaum myself, 
for / do not, though I have owned a calumet 
since my childhood, which from a naked 
Pii:t (of the Mohawk species) my grandsire 
won, together with a tomahawk and beaded 
knife sheath ; paying for the lot with a 
buUet-mark oil his right cheek. On the 
maternal side I inherit the loveliest silver- 
raoonted tobaccO'Stoppet you erer saw. It 
is a little box-wood Triton, carved witli 
charming liveliness and truth. I have often 
compared it to & figure in Baphael'a "Tri- 
umph of Galatea." It cams to me in an 
ancient shagreen case, — how old it is I do 
not know, — but it mnat have been made 
since Sir Walter Baleigh's time. If you are 
curiooB, you shall see it any day. Neither 
will I pretend that I am so unused to the 
more perishable smoking contrivance that a 



l<6 

few whiETs woald make me feel as if I lay in 
a ground-Bwell on the Bay of Biacay. I am 
not imacqnuiited with that fumfonn, Bpiixl- 
wound bundle of chopped atemB and miacel- 
laneoQB incombDotibles, the eigar, bo called, 
of the shopB, — which to "dntw" asks the 
Buction-power of a nursling infant Hercules, 
and to reliah, the leathery palate of an old 
SileunB. I do not adviBe yon, young man, 
even if my illuatration Btrike your fancy, to 
couBacrate the flower of your life to painting 
the bowl of a pipe, for, let me assure you, 
the stain of a reverie-breeding narcotJc may 
strike deeper than you think for. I have seen 
the green leaf of early promise grow brown 
before its time under auch Nicotian regimen, 
and thought the umbered meerschaum was 
dearly bought at the cost o! a brain en- 
feebled and a will enslaved.] 

Violins, too, — the sweet old Amati ! — the 
divine Stradlvarius ! Played on by ancient 
maeetroi until the bow-hand lost ita power 
and the flying fingers atiflened. Bequeathed 
to the passionate young enthnsiast, who 
made it whiaper his hidden love, and cry 
hie inorticnlate longings, and sciream his 
untold agonies, and wail his monotonoua 
despair. Paased from his dying hand to the 
cold virtuoto, who let it slumber in ita case 
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for a generatioD, till, when hia hoard was 
broken ap, it came forth once more and rode 
the ttonnjr 8]rniphom«B of royal orcheBtraa, 
beneath the ruehing bow of their lord and 
leader. Into lonely prinoni with improvident 
artiata ; into convents from which arose, 
d*y and night, the holy hymns with whick 
its tones were blended ; and back again to 
orgies in which it learned to howl and langh 
aa if a legion of devils were shut np in it ; 
then again to the gentle dilfUantf who 
calmed it down, with easy melodies until it 
answered him softly aa in the days of the 
old maeelras. And so given into our hands, 
its porea all full of muaic ; stained, like the 
meenchanm, through and through, with the 
ooncentrated hue and sweetness of ftll the 
harmonies which have kindled and faded on 
its atrings. 

Now I tell you a poem must be kept UTid 
med, like a meerschaam, or a violin. A 
poem is just aa porous as the meerschaum ; — 
the more porous it is, the better. I meoin to 
say that a genuine poem is capable of ab- 
sorbing an indefinite amount of the essence 
of oar own humanity, — its tenderness, its 
heroism, its regrets, its aspirations, so aa to 
be gradually atnined through with a divine 
secondary colonr derived from ourselves. 



unr^-flB, Google 



So you Bee it miut take time to bring the 
BeDtiment oC a poem into h&rmony with our 
nature, by staining onrBslves through every 
thought and image our being can penetrate. 

Then again as to the mere mvaic of a new- 
poem, why, who can expect anything more 
from that than from the mosic of a violin 
freeh from the maker's hands T Now yon. 
know very well that there are no lees than 
lifty-eight different pieces in a violin. Theae 
pieces are Btrangera to each other, and tt 
takes a century, more oi less, to make them 
thoroDghly acquainted. At last they leam 
to vibrate in harmony, and the instrument 
becomes an organic whole, as if it were a 
great seed-capsnle which bad grown from a 
garden-bed in Cremona, or elsewhere. Be- 
sides, the wood is juicy and fnU of sap for 
fifty years or bo, but at the end of fifty or a 
hundred more gets tolerably dry and com- 
paratively resonant. 

Don't you see that all this is just as bue 
of a poem ? Counting each word as a piece, 
there are more pieces in an average copy of 
verses than in a violin. The poet has forced 
all these worda together, and fastened them, 
and they don't understand it at first. But 
let the poem be repeated aloud and mar- 
mured over in the mind's muffled whisper 
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often enough, and at length the parts be- 
come knit together in snch absolute eoli- 
duity that yon could not ehimge a syllable 
without the whole world's ciying out against 
jon for meddling with the harmoniouB 
fabric Observe, too, how tbe drying pto- 
«en takes place in the stuEF of a poem just 
ai in that of a violin. Here is a TyroUae 
fiddle that is juat coming to its hundredth 
birthday, — (Pedro Elausi, Tyroli, fecit, 
17B0),— the sap ii pretty well out o( it. 
And here is the song of an old poet whom 
Nanra cheated : — 

" Nox erat, «t ctelo fnlgebat Luna sereno 
Inter minors sidera, 
Cnm tu magnomm numen lEesuni deonmi 
In verba jurabBs mes," 

Don't you perceive the Honoronanew of these 
old dead I^tin phrases? Now I tell you 
that every word fresh from the dictionary 
brings with it a certain snccnlence ; and 
thongh I cannot expect the sheets of the 
Paelolian, in which, as I told you, I some- 
times print my verses, to get bo dry as 
the cnsp papyrus that held those words of 
HoratiuB Flaccus, yet you may be sure, 
that, while the sheets are damp, and while 
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the lines hold their s&p, you can't fairly 
jndge of my performances, and that, if made 
of the tme stuff, they will ring better after 

[There was silence for a brief tpMM, after 
my somewhat elaborate exposition of these 
ndf-evident analogies. Presently a penon 
tamed towards me — I do not ohooae ia 
designate the indiTidnal— and said that he 
rather expected my piecea had given pret^ 
good "aahtisfahction." — I had, ap to this 
moment, considered this complimentary 
phrase as sacred to the use of secretaries of 
lycenma, and, aa it has been usually accom- 
panied by a small pecnniary testimonial, 
have acquired a certain relish for this 
moderately-tepid and nnstimulating eipres- 
aion of enthuaiosm. But as a reward for 
gratnitous services I confess I thought it a 
little below that Uood-heat standard which 
a man's breath onght to have, whether 
silent, or vocal and artioulBte. I waited for 
a favonnble opportunity, however, before 
making the remarks which follow.] 

— There are single expressioiu, as I have 
tdd yon already, that fix a man's position 
for yon before yon have done shaking hands 
with him. Allow me to expand a little. 
There are several things, very slight in 
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themaelves, yet implying other thingi not 
BO nnimpoitaut. Thus, yonr French servant 
has divaliii your premisea and got caught. 
JEtcuMs, Bays the tergtnt-de-rriUe, as be 
politely relieves him of his upper garmeuts 
and displays his btist in the full daylight. 
Good shoulders enough, — a little maiked, — 
baoea of Bmall-pox, perhaps,— but white. 
. . . Crae! tiojn the tergaU-de-vitle't broad 
palm on the white shoulder 1 Kow look ! 
Vogtie la galire I Oat comes the big red V 
— mack of the hot iron ; — he had blistered 
it out pretty nearly,— hadn't he? — the old 
rascal VOLEUR, branded in the galleys at 
ManeiUea I [Don't I What if he haa got 
something like tiust — nobody sappoeee I 
iitvtnifd such a story. ] 

Hy inan John, who nted to drive two of 
those six equine femalea which I told you 1 
had owned, — for, look you, my friends, 
simple though I stand here, I am one that 
has been driven in his "kerridge,"— not 
using that term, as liberal shepherds do, 
fur any battered old shabby-genteel go-oart 
which has more than one whed, but meaning 
thereby a four-wheeled vehicle uiith a pole, 
— my man John, I say, was a retired soldier. 
He retired unoatentatiouely, as many of Her 
Majesty's modest servants have done before 



and nince. John told me, that when an 
officer thinks he recognises ooe of these 
retiring heroes, and would know if be has 
really been in the service, that he maj 
restore him, if possible, to a grateful coun- 
try, he comes suddenly upon him, and says, 
ahatply, " Strap ! " If he has ever worn the 
ahoaldcr-strap, he has learned the repri- 
mand for its illadjustinejit. The old word 
of cominaDi! flashes throngh his muscles, 
and his band goes op in an instant to the 
place where the strap used to be. 

[I was all the time preparing tot my 
grand coup, j^n understand; bat I saw 
they were not quite ready for it, and so 
continaed, — always in illnatratioQ of the 
general principle I bad laid down.] 

Yes, odd things come out in ways that 
nobody thinks of. There was a legend, 
that, when the Danish pirates made descents 
npon the English coast, they caught a few 
Tartars occasionally, in the shape of Saxons, 
who would not let them go, — on the con- 
trary, insisted on tbeir staying, and, to 
make sare of it, treated them as Apollo 
treated Marsyas, or as Bartholinus baa 
treated a fellow-creature in his title-page, 
and, having divested them of the one essen- 
tial and perfectly -fitting garment, indisprau- 
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able in the mildest climates, nailed the Bams 
on the chnrch, door as we do the bamia of 
marriage, in terrorem. 

[There waa a laugh at this among some of 
the young folks ; but aa I looked at our 
Inndlady, I aaw that "the water stood in 
her eysB," ai it did in ChriBtiana's when the 
interpreter asked her about the spider, and 
I fanded, but naan't quite sure, that the 
BchoolmistresB bloshed, as Mercy did in the 
same conversation, aa you remember.] 

That sounda like a. cock-and'bnll atory,— 
■aid the young fellow whom they call John. 
I abstained from making Hamlet's remark 
to Eoiatio, and continued. 

Not long aince, the chnrchwardena were 
repairing and beautifying an old Saxon 
charch in a certain English village, and' 
among other thinga thought the doors 
should be attended to. One of them parti- 
cularly, the front door, looked very badly, 
cruated, oa it were, and as if it would be all 
the better for scraping. There happened to 
be a microscopist in the village who had 
heard the old pirate story, and he took it 
into his bead to examine the crust on this 
door. There was no mistake about it ; it waa 
a gennine historical document, of the Ziska 
drum'heod pattern,— a real eiitif ftimmna. 



stripped from BOme old SctndinaTian filibns- 
tar, and the legend wu true. 

My friend, the Prafesaor, settled &n im- 
portant historical and financial qnesticn 
once by the aid of an exceedingly minate 
fragment of a similar document. Behind 
the pane of plate-glass Thich bore his name 
and title bnmed a modest lamp, signifying 
to the panera-by that at aU honrs of the 
night the slightest favours (or ferera) wera 
welcome. A youth who had freely partaken 
of the cap which cheers and likewise in- 
ebriates, following a moth-like impulse very 
nataral under the circamstanoes, dashed hjs 
fist at the light and quenched the meek 
luminary, — breaking through the plate-glatn, 
of oonrae, to reach it. Now I dont want to 
go into minatia at table, you know, but a 
naked hand can no more go through a pane 
of thick glass without leaving some of its 
cuticle, to say the least, behind it, than a 
butterfly can go through a sausage-machine 
without looking the worse for it. The Pro- 
fessor gathered np the fr^iments of glass, 
and with them certain very minate bat 
entirely satisfactory documents which would 
have identified and banged any rogue in 
Christendom who had parted with them. — 
The historical question. Who did it f and 
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the finaDcUl qneition. Who paid /or it I 
were both settled before the new lamp wm 
lighted the next evening 

You see, jay friend*, what immense con- 
dnaioa*, touohing our livea, oar forbmei, 
and our lacred hononr, may be reached by 
■neuu of very ioirignificant premises. This 
is eminently true of manners and forma of 
speech ; a movMnent or a phrase often telb 
yoQ all yoa want to know about a petson. 
Thus, "How's your health?" (commonly 
pronoonced hadiA) instead of. How do you 
do? or, How are youT Or calling yoor 
little dark entry a "hall," and your old 
rickety one-horse wagon a "kenidge." Or 
telling a person, who has been trying to 
please you that he hoe given you pretty 
good ' ' sahtislahction. " Or saying that you 
"remember of" such a thing, or that yon 
have been " stoppin' " at Deacon Some- 
body's,— and other such eupressiona. One 
of my friends had a little marble statnetto 
of Capid in the parlour of his conntry-honBe, 
—bow, arrows, wings, and all c<nn[dete. A 
visitor, indigenous to the region, looking 
pensively at the figure, asked the lady of 
the boose ' ' if that was a atatoo of her de- 
oeased infant "T What a delicious, though 
somewhat volaminous biography, social. 
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educational, and leatlietic, in that brief 
qaestiOD ! 

[Fleaae observe with what Machiavellian 
wtuteneBB I imnggled ia the particular 
offence which it was my object to hold 
up to my fellow-boarders, withoat too per- 
sonal au attack on the individual at whose 
door it lay. ] 

That was an exceedingly dull person who 
made the remark, Ex pede Hercuitm. He 
might as well have aaid, " from a peck of 
apples you may judge of the barrel." Skc 
PEDE, to be sure ! Sead, instead/fei! vngtie 
minimi digiti pedis, HercvUm, ^vaqut pa- 
tron, mairem, avoe el praavoe, jilim, ntpottt 
tl pnmepotal Talk to me about yoar tit 
TsD vtC> ! J Tell me about Cnvier's getting 
up a megatherium from a tooth, or Agaseis's 
drawing a portrait of an undiscovered fJeh 
from a single scale I As the " " revealed 
Oiotto, — as the one word "mol" betrayed 
the Stratford-atte-Bo we -taught Anglais, — ao 
all a man's antecedents and posaibilities are 
summed up in a single utterance which jpvea 
at once the gauge of his education and his 
mental organisation. 

Possibilities, Sir? — said the divinity- 
stndent ; — can't a man who says Ha/ttpi 
arrive at distinction T 
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Sic, — I replied, — ^in a republic all things 
are poasible. But the man with a future 
has almost of necesaity sense euongb to see 
tilat UDj odiona trick of speech or maimers 
must be got rid of. Doesn't Sydney Smith 
say that a public man in England never gets 
over a false quantity uttered in early life T 
Our public men are in little danger of 
this fatal mis-step, as few of them are in 
the habit of introducing Latin into their 
speeches,— for good and sufficient reasons. 
Bnt they are bonnd to speak decent Eng- 
lish, — unless, indeed, they are roagh old 
campaigners, like General Jackson or Gen- 
eral Taylor ; in which case, a few scars on 
Prisclau's head are pardoned to old fellows 
who have quite as many on their own, and 
a constitaency of thirty empires is not at all 
particular, provided they do not swear in 
their Presidential Messages. 

However, it is not for me to talk. I have 
made mistakes enough in conversation and 
print. I never find them out until they are 
■tereotyped, and then I think they rarely 
escape me. I have no doubt I shall make 
half a dozen slips before this breakfast is 
over, and remember them all before anotiier. 
How one does tremble with rage at his own 
intense momentary stupidity abont things 
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he knowB perfectly well, and to think how 
he lays himaelf opea to tlie impertmences of 
the eaplatora verborum, those nsefol bat 
hnmble Bcavengeia of the hmgnage, whose 
bnuueaa it is to pick np what might offend 
or injnre, and remove it, hngging and feed- 
ing on it aa they go ! I don't wont to apetk 
too ahghtingly of these verbal critioa , — how 
cui I, who am bo food of talking about 
arron and vnlgariams of speech! Only 
there is a difference between those olerical 
blunders which almost every man commits, 
knowing better, and that habitual grDBsnew 
□r meanness of speech which is unendur- 
able to educated pereouB, from anybody that 
weara silk or broadcloth. 

[1 write down the above remarks this 
morning, January 26th, making this record 
of the date that nobody may think it waa 
written in wrath, on account kA any particular 
grievance suffeied from the invasion of any 
individual acarabau» gramTnatiau.'] 

—1 wonder if anybody ever finds fault 
with anything I aay at this table when it 
is repeated T I hope they do, I am snre. I 
shonld be very certain that I had said nothing 
of much significance if they did not. 

Did you never, in walking in the fields, 
come across a large flat atone, which had 
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Iain, nobody knows how long, jnst where 
yon foand it, with the graw forming a little 
hedge, as it were, all round it, close to its 
edges, — and have jou not, in obedience to a 
kind of feeling that told yoa it bad been 
lying there long enongh, insinuated yonr 
■tick or yoDr foot or your fingen under its 
edge and tamed it over as a boneewife turns 
a cake, when ahe say« to benelf, "It's done 
brown enough by this time"? What an odd 
revelation, and what an onforeieeu and nn- 
pteoaant rarpriee to a email community, the 
very existence of which you had not sua- 
pecteduntil the sudden disuiayoad scattering 
among its members produced by your turning 
the old stone over I Blades of grass flattened 
down, colourless, matted together, as if they 
had been bleached and ironed ; hideouB craw- 
ling creatures, some of them coleopterous or 
homy- a helled, — turtle-buga oue wants to 
call them ; some of them softer, but cun- 
ningly spread out and compresaed like Lepine 
watobea (Nature never loses a crack or a 
crevice, mind you, or a joint in a tavern bed- 
stead, but she always haa one of her flat- 
pattern live timekeepers to slide into it) ; 
black, glossy crickets, with their long fila- 
ments sticking out like the whips of fonr- 
horse stage-coaches ; motionless, slug-like 
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creatDrea, young larvfe. perhaps more hor- 
rible in their pulpy stillnesa than even in the 
infernal wriggle of matarity ! But no sooner 
is the atone turned and the wholesome light 
of day let upon this compressed uid blinded 
community of creeping things, than all of 
them which enjoy the lurury of Ifgs — and 
some of them have a good many—rush round 
wildly, batting each other and everything in 
their way, and end in a general stampede 
for underground retre&ts from the region 
poisoned by sunshine. Nact year you will 
find the grass growing tall and green where 
the stone lay ; the ground-bird builds her 
nest where the beetle had his hole; the 
dandelion and the buttercup are growing 
there, and the brood fans of insect-angels 
open and shut over their golden disks, aa 
the rhythmic waves of blissful conscjousness 
palsate through their glorified being. 

— The young fellow whom they call John 
saw fit to say, in his very familiar way,— at 
which I do net choose to take ofience, but 
nhieh I sometimes think it necessary to 
repress, that I was coming it rather strong 
on the bntterflies. 

No, I replied; there is meaning in each of 
those images, — the butterdy as well as the 
others. The stone is ancient error. The 
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grass ia human, nature borne down and 
bleached of all ite colour by it. The shapes 
'which are found beneath are the crafty 
beings that thrive in darkness, and the 
veaker organisma kept helpless by it. He 
who turns the stone over is whosoever puts 
the stsfi' of truth to the old lying iucnbus, 
no matter whether he do it with a aerious 
face or a laughing one^ The next year 
stands for the coming time. Then shall the 
uature which had lain blanched and broken 
riae in its full stature and native ham in the 
sunshine. Then shall Qod's minstrels build 
their nests in the hearts of a newborn 
humanity. Then shall beauty — Divinity 
taking outlines and colour — light upon the 
souls of men as the butterfly, image of the 
beatified spirit rising from the dust, soars 
from the shell that held a poor grub, which 
would never have found wings hod not the 
' atone been lifted. 

You never need think you can tnm over 
any old falsehood without a terrible squirm- 
ing and scattering of the horrid little popula- 
tion that dwells under it. 

— Every real thought on every subject 
knocks the wind out of somebody or other- 
As soon as his breath comes beck, he very 
probably begins to expend it in hard words. 
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Theie are the best evidence a man can hare 
that ha hsa said something it wai time to 
say. Dr. Johnson was disappointed in the 
efTect of one of his pamphleto. " I think I 
have not been attacked enough for it," he 
anid; — "attack is the reaction; I never 
think I have hit hard unless it rebounds." 

^If a, fellow attacked my opinions in 
print, would 1 reply? Not I. Do yon 
think I dont understand what my friend, 
the ProfesBor, long ago called the hydra- 
»iaiic paradox of conlroveray? 

Don't know what that means ! — Well. I 
will tell you. You know, that, if you had 
a bent tube, one arm of which was of the 
size of a pipe-stem, and the other big enough 
to hold the ocean, water would stand at the 
same height in one as in the other. Contro- 
versy equalises fools and wise men in the 
same way, — ami the fools kaow it. 

— No, but I often read what they say 
about other people. There are about a 
dozen phrases which all come tumbling along 
together, like the tongs, and the shovel, and 
the poker, and the brush, and the bellows, 
in ODe of tbose domestic avalanches that 
everybody knows. If you get one, you get 
the whole lot. 

What are they !— Ob, that depends a good 
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deal bn latitude and longitude. Epithets 
follow the isothermal lines pretty accurately. 
Grouping thera in two familias, one finds 
faimaelf B clever, genial, witty, wise, brilliaiit, 
sparkling, thoughtful, distinguished, cele- 
brated, illuatrioua Bcholar and perfect gentle- 
man, and first writer of the age ; or a dnll, 
foolish, wicked, pert, flhallow, ignorant, in- 
Bolent, traitorous, blaok-hearted outcast, and 
disgrace to civilisation. 

What do 1 think dBtermiiies the set of 
phrases a mao geta T — Well, I shonld say 
a set of inAuenoea somewhat like theaa ;— 
lat. Relationsbipa, political, religions, social, 
domestic. 2nd. Oysten, in the form of 
suppers given to gentlemen connected with 
ciidcism. I believe in the school, the col- 
lege, and the clergy ; but my sovereign logic, 
for regulating public opinion^wbich means 
commonly the opinion of half a dozen of 
the critioal gentry — is the following Major 
propo^iojt. Oysters ait natvrel. Minor 
propomtion. The same " scalloped." Con- 
dvMoa. That — (here insert entertainer's 
name) is clever, witty, wise, brilliant, — and 
the rest. 

— Ho, it isn't exactly bribeiy. One man 
has oysters, and another epiilieta. It is 
an exchange of hospitalitiea ; one gives v 
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" spread " oa lineo, and tba other on paper, 
—tiiit u all. Don't you tbisk you and I 
should be apt to do juet bo if we were iu 
the critical line ! I am sure I couldn't re- 
Biat the Bofteuiug influences of hospitality. 
I don't like to dine out, yoD know,^! 
dine so well at our own table, [our land* 
lady looked radiant], and the company is 
GO pleasant [a rustling movement of satis- 
faction among the boarders] ; but if I did 
partake of a man's salt, witli such additions 
OB that article of food requires to moke it 
palatable, I could never abuse him, and if 
I had to speak of him, I suppose I should 
hang my set of Jingling epithets round him 
like a string of sleigb-bella. Good feeling 
helps society to make liars of most of us, — 
not absolute liars, bnt auch careless hand- 
lers of tratb that its sharp coroers get ter- 
ribly roanded. I love tmth as chiefeat 
among the virtues ; I trust it runs in my 
blood ; but I would never be a critic, be- 
cause I know I could not always tell it. 
I might write a criticism of a book that 
happened to please me ; that is another 

— Listen, Benjamin Franklin ! This is 
for yon, and sncb others of tender age as 
you may tell it to. 
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When we ore as yet amall children, long 
before the time when those two grown ladiea 
offer «e the choice of Henmles, there cornea 
up to QB a youthful angel, holding in his 
right hand cubes like dice, and in his left 
spheres like marblea. The cubes are of 
stainlew ivory, and on each is written in 
letters of gold — Tsurrs. The spheres are 
veined and streaked and spotted beneath, 
with a dark crimson flnsb above, where 
the light falls on them, and in a certain 
aspeot yon can make out upon every one 
of them the three letters L, I, E. The 
child to whom they are offered very proba- 
bly clutches at both. The spheres are the 
moat convenient things in the world ; they 
roll with the leaat pos^ble impulse, jnat 
where the child would have them. The 
cubes will not roll at alt ; they have a 
great talent for standing still, and always 
keep right side np. But very soon the 
young philosopher finds that things which 
roll so easily are very apt to roll into the 
wrong comer, and to get ont of his way 
when he most wants them, while he al- 
ways knows where to find the others, which 
stay where they are left. Thus he learns 
— thus we learn — to drop the streaked and 
. speckled globes of falsehood and to hold fast 
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the white augular blocks of truth. Bat then 
comes Timidity, and after her Liood-nature, 
and lut of all PoUte-behaTtour, all ineiatiug 
that tratb mnat roll, or nobody can do any- 
thing with it ; and so Uie firat witli her 
coarse raap, and the second with her broad 
tiie, and the third with her silken sleeve, do 
so round off and smooth and polish tlie snow- 
white cobes of truth, that, when they have 
got a little dingy by use, it becomes hard t« 
tell tbem from the rolling spheres of false- 

The schooImistreBB was polite enough to 
say that she wot pleased with this, and that 
she would read it to her Lttle flock the next 
day. Bat she ehonld tell the children, she 
said, tiiat there were better reasons for truth 
than could be foond in mere experience of 
its couTenience and the inconvenience of 
lying. 

Yes, — I BMd,— but education always be- 
giaa throngh the senses, and works np t« 
the idea of absolute right and wrong. The 
first tiling the child has to leam about this 
matter is, that lying is unprofitable, — after- 
wards that it is against the peace and dig- 
nity of the universe. 

— Do I think that the particular form of 
lying often seen in uewapapere, under the 
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title, "From our Foreign Correspondent," 
doea anj harm t — Why, no, — I don't know 
that it does. I suppose it doesn't re&lly 
deceive people on; more than the Arabian 
Nights or OuUiver's Travel* do. Sometimes 
the writers compile loo carelessly, though, 
and mir np facts ont of gsographies, and 
■fames out of the penny papers, so as to 
mislead those who are desirous of informa- 
tion. I cut a piece out of one of the papers 
the other day which contains a oumbeF of 
improbabilities, and, I suspect, misstate- 
ments. I will send up and get it for yon. 
if you would tike to hear it. — Ah, this is it ; 
it is headed 

" OcK Sumatra Coekespondehce. 

"This island is now the property of the 

Stamford family, — having been won, it is 

said, in a raffle, by Sir Stamford, 

during the stock -gambling mania of the 
South-Sea Scheme. The history of this 
gentleman may be foond in an interest- 
ing series of questions (unfortunately not 
yet answered) contained in the Notfa 
and Querki. This island is entirely sur- 
rounded by the ocean, which here con- 
tains a lai^ amount of saline substance, 
crystallising in onbes remarkable for their 
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aymmatry, and frequently displays on ibi 
surface, during oahn weather, the rainbow 
tints of the celebrated Soutb-Sea bubbles. 
The anmmers ate oppressively hot, and the 
winters very probably cold ; but this fact 
cannot be ascertained precisely, as, for some 
peculiar reason, the mereury in these lati- 
tudes never shrinks, as in more northern 
regiouH, and thus the thermometer is ren- 
dered nseless in winter. 

"The principal vegetable prodnctions of 
the island are the pepper-tree and the bread- 
fnilt-tree. Pepper being very abundantly 
produced, a benevolent society was organ- 
ised in London during the last centnry for 
supplying the natives with vinegar and 
oysters, as an addition to that delightful 
condiment. [Note received from Dr. D. P. ] 
It is said, however, that, aa the oysters 
were of the hind called naiivea in Eng- 
land, the natives of Sumatra, In obedience 
to a natural instinct, refused to touch them, 
and confined themaolves entirely to the crew 
of the vessel in which they were brought 
over. Thia information was received from 
one of the oldest inhabitants, a native him- 
self, and exceedingly fond of n 
He is said also to be very skiltal i 
euitine peculiar to the island. 
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" During the season of gathering the 
pepper, the persons employed are subject 
to variooB iucommoditiea, the chief of which 
is violent and long-continued atemutSition, 
or aneezing. Such ia the vehemence of 
these attacks, that the unfortunate sub- 
jects of them are often driven backwards 
for great distances at immeoHe speed, on 
the well-known principle of the teolipile. 
Not being able to see where thejr are 
going, these poor creatares dash them- 
selves to pieces against the rocks or ore 
predpitated over tlie cliffs, and thus many 
valuable lives are lost annually. As, dar- 
ing the whole pepper-harvest, they feed 
exclusively on this stimulant, they 'become 
exceedingly irritable. The smallest injury 
is resented with ungovernable rage. A 
yoang man suffering from the pepper-fever, 
us it is called, cudgelled another most 
severely for appropriating a auperaDauated 
relative of trifling value, and was only 
paeiGod by having a present made him of 
a pig of that peculiar species of swine called 
the Ptecavi by the Catholic Jews, who, it is 
well known, abstain from swine's flash in 
imitation of the Uohometan Buddhists. 

" The bread-tree grows abundantly. Its 
broaches are wetl-known to Europe and 
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America under the fainiliiir name of maea- 
ronL The smaller twigt ate called vermi- 
celli. They have a decided "■"■■""I flavour, 
as may be ohserved in the soupa contuning 
Uiem. Macaroni, being tubular, ia the 
favourite habitat of a very dangerous in- 
sect, which IB rendered peculiarly ferociona 
by being boiled. The government of the 
island, therefore, never allows a stick of it 
to be exported without being accompanied 
by ft piston with which ita cavity may at 
any time be thoroughly swept out. These 
are commonly lost or stolen before the roa- 
caroni arrives among ub. It therefore al- 
ways containa many of theae insects, which, 
however, generally die of old age tn the 
shops, so that accidents from this source 
are comparatively rare. 

"The fruit of the bread-tree consists 
principally of hot rolls. The butteied- 
mofBn variety is supposed to be a hybrid 
with the cocoa-nut palm, the cream found 
on the milk of the cocoa-nnt exuding from 
the hybrid in the shape of butter, just as 
the ripe fruit is splitting, so as to fit it for 
the t«a-table, where it is commonly served 
up with cold" — 

— There, — I don't want to read any more 
of it. You see tiiat many of these atate- 
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manta are highly improbable. — Ko, I shall 
not mention the paper. — No, neither of 
them wrote it, though it reniiadB me of 
the style of thaae popular writara. I think 
the fellow who wrote it must hare been 
reading some of their etoriea, and got them 
mixed np with bis hietor; and geography. 
I don't suppose lie lies — he sella it to the 
editor, who knows bow many squares off 
"Sumatra " is. The editor, who sella it to 
the public — By the way, the papers have 
been very civil — haveiit they ! — to the — 
tlie — what d' ya call it T — Northem Maga- 
lint, — isn't it I — got up by some of those 
Come^aters, down East, as an organ for 
theic local peculiarities. 

— The Professor has been to see me. 
Came in, glorious, at about twelve o'clock, 
last night . Said he had been with "the 
boys." On inquiry, found that "the boys " 
were certain boldiah and greyish old gentle- 

portont stations of aociety. The Professor 
is one of the same set, bnt ha always talks 
as if ha bad been out of college about ten 

yearn, whereas [Each of 

these dots was a little nod, which the 
company tinderatood, as the reader will, 
no doubt.] Ha calls them sometimes "the 



boys," and sometimea "the old fellows." 
Call him by th« latter title, and see how ho 
likea it, — Well, he came in last night glori- 
ous, as I waa saying. Of course I dont 
mean viDOuily exalted ; he drinks little 
wine on such occafnons, and ia Tell-known 
to all the Peters and Patricks aa the gentle- 
man who always has indefinite quantities of 
black tea to kill any extra glasa of red claret 
lie may hare swallowed. But the Profeasar 
says he always gets tipsy on old memories 
at these gatheriuga. He was, I forget how 
many years oM when he went to the meet- 
ing ; just turned of twenty now, — he aaid. 
He made various youthful proposals to me, 
including a duet, under the landlady's 
daughter's window. He had just learned 
a trick, he said, of one of "the boys," of 
getting a splendid bass out of a door-panel 
by rubbing it with the palm of his hand. 
Offered to sing "The sky is bright," ac- 
companying himself on the front-door, if I 
would go down and help in the chorus. 
Said there uerer was such a set of fellows 
aa the old boys of tiie set he has been 
with. Judges, mayors. Congress-men, Mr. 
Speakers, leaders in science, clerg3rmen 
better than fauiona, and famoua too, poets 
by the half-dozen, singers with Toices like 



unr^-flB, Google 



■=■ '73 

angelB, financiers, wits, three of the best 
langhers in tha Commonwealth, engineerB, 
agriculturiats, — all forma of talent and 
knowledge he pretended were repregented 
in that meeting. Then be began to quote 
Byron about Santa Croce, and. maintained 
that he could "famiah out creation" in 
all its detaib from that set of hie. He 
wonld like to have the whole boodle of 
them (I remonatrated against this word, 
bnt the Profeesor said it was a diabolish 
good word, and he would have no other), 
with their wives and children shipwrecked 
on a remote island, just to see how iplen- 
didly they would reorganise society. They 
could build a city, — they have done it ; 
make cooatitutions and lawa ; establish 
churches and lyceuma ; teach and pTactiae 
the healing »rt ; instruct in every depart- 
ment ; found obaervatories ; create com- 
merce and manufactures ; write songs and 
hymns, and sing 'em, and make instruments 
to accompany the aonga with ; lastly, pub- 
liah a journal almost as good aa the Iforthem 
jtfaffoaiie, edited by the Come-outera. There 
was nothing they were not up to, from a 
christening to a banging ; the last, to be 
sure, could never be called for, unless some 
stranger got in among them. 
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— I let tlie ProfsBsor Ulk m long as lie 
liked ; it didn't make mnch difference to 
me whether it wai all troth, or partly made 
ttp of pale Sherry and similar elements. AW 
at once he jomped up and said, — 

Dont yon want to hear what I jnst read 
to the Ik^b T 

I have had qnestiona of a similar charac- 
ter asked me before, ocessionally. A man 
of iron mould might perhaps say, No ! I 
am not a man of iron mould, and said that 
I should be delighted. 

The Profeasor then read — with that 
slightly sing-song cadence which is ob- 
served to be common in poets reading 
their own verses — the following stanzas ; 
holding them at a focal distance of about 
two feet and a half, with an occasional 
movement back or forward for better ad- 
jastment, the appearance of which has been 
likened by some impertinent young folks to 
that of the act of playing on the trombone. 
His eyesight was never better ; I have his 
word for it. 
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FiBah out a atrBBin of blood-red wine !— 

For I wonld drink to otter days ; 
And brighter shsll their mentor; shine, 

Seen flaming through ita crimBoa blaze. 
The rosea die, the sammen fade ; 

But every ghoat of boyhood's dream 
By Nature's magic power ia laid 

To sleep beneath this blood-red etream. 

It filled the purple grapes that lay 

And drank the eplendonrs of the sun 
Where the long summer's cloudless day 

Is mirrored in the broad Oaronne ; 
It pictnres still the bacchant ahapes 

That eaw. their hoarded sunlight shed, — 
The maidens dancing on the grapes, — 

Their milk-white ankles splashed viith red. 

Beneath these wsvea of crimson lie, ' 

Id rosjr fetters prisoned fast, 
Tbose flitting shapes that never die, 

Tlie swift-winged risiona of the past. 
Kiss but the crystal's mystic rim, 

Each shadow renda its flowery chain. 
Springs in a bubble Aum ita brim 

And walks the chambers of the hrain. 
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Poor Beanty ! time and fortana'a wroug 

No form nor feature may withstand, — 
Thy wrecks are scattered all along, 

Like emptied aea-ahellfl on the sand ; — 
Yet, sprinkled with this blushing rain, 

The dust restorea essih blooming girl, 
As if the sea-sliells moved ^^n 

Theii glistening lips of pink and pearl. 

Here lies the home of school-boy life. 

With creaking stair and wind-swept ball. 
And, scarred by many a tmant knife, 

Our old initials on the wall ; 
Here cest — thehr keen vihrationa mute— 

The shout of voices known so well. 
The ringing langh, the vailing flut«. 

The chiding of the sharp-tongued bell. 

Here, clad in burning robes, are l^d 

Life's blossomed joys, untimely shed ; 
And here those cherished forms bave strayed 

We miss a while, and call ibem dead. 
What wiiard fills the maddening glass ! 

What soil the enchanted clusters grew, 
That huricd passions wake and pass 

In beaded drops of fiery dew ? 

>;ay, take the cup of blood-red wine,— 
Our hearts can boast a warmer glow, 

Filled from a vintage moiB divine,— 
Calmed, but not chilled by winter's snow ! 



To-night the psieet wave we sip 
Rich la the priceleu dninght shall be 

That wet the bride of Cani'a lip,— 
The wedding wine of Galilee 1 
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SIN has many tools, bat a lie ia the handle 
which fits them alL 

—I think, Sir, — said the divinity-student, 
—you mnst intend that for one of the say- 
ings of the Seven Wise Men of Boston you 
were speaking of the other d&y. 

I thank you, my yonng friend, — was my 
reply, — but I must say something better 
than that before I could pretend to fill ont 
the number. 

— The BchoolmiBtresa wanted to know how 
many of these sayings there were on record, 
and what, and by whom sud. 

—Why, let us see,— there is that one of 
Benjamin Franklin, " the great Bostonian," 
lifter whom this lad was named. To be 
sure, be said a great many wise things, — 
and I don't feel sure be didn't borrow thin, 
— be speaks aa if it were old. Bat then he 
applied it so neatly ! — 

"He that has once done you a kindness 
wiU be more ready to do you another than 
he whom yon yourself have obliged. " 



unr^-flB, Google 



THE BRBAKVAOT-TABLE. I79 

Then there is thftt glorious Epicurean par- 
adox, ottered by my friend, the Historian, 
in one of his flashing momenta : — 

' ' Give ns the luxuries of life, and we will 
dispenEB with its necesaories." 

To these must cactftinly be added that 
other . saying of one of the wittiest of 

"Good Americans, when they die, go to 

— The divinity-student looked grave at 
this, but said nothing. 

The BchoolraistieSB spoke out, and said 
she didn't think the wit meant any irreve- 
rence. It was only another way of saying, 
Fans is a heavenly place after New York or 
Boston. 

A jannty-looking person, who had come 
in with the young fellow they call John,— 
evidently a stranger, —said there was one 
more wise man's saying tlist he had heard ; 
it was about our place, but he didn't know 
who said it. — A civil curiosity was mani- 
fested by the compaiiy to hear the fourth 
wise saying. I heard him dietinctly whis- 
pering to the young fellow who brought him 
to dinner, ShaU I teU it? To which the 
answer was, Oo ahead! — Well, — he said,— 
tiiis was what I heard : — 
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"BoBtan State-HouBe is the hub of the 
solar ByBtem. You couldn't pry that out of 
a Boston man if you bad tha tire of all crea- 
tion itraigfatened out for a crowbar. " 

Sir, — said I, — ^I wn gratiSed with your 
remark. It expreasea with pleasing viva- 
clty that which I have Hometimea heard 
ottered with malignant dnlness. The satire 
of the remark is easentially true of Boston, 
— and of all other considerable — and inoon- 
fdderaUe — places with which I hare had 
the privilege of being acquainted. Cock- 
neys think London is the only place in the 
world. Frenchmen — you remember the line 
about Paris, the Court, the World, etc. — I 
recollect well, by the way, a sign in that 
city which ran thus ; "Hotel de TUnivers 
et des Etats TJnis ;" and as Fans i» the 
universe to a Preuchman, of course the 
United States are outside of it. — " See 
Naples and then die," It is quite aa bad ' 
with smaller places. I have been about, 
lecturing, you know, and have found Uie 
following propoaitioiiB to hold true of all of 

1. The axis of the earth sticks out visibly 
through the centre of each and every town 
or city. 

2. If more than fifty years have passed 
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since il« foundation, it in affectionately 
styled by tbe inhabitants tile "good old 
town of " — (whatever its name may happen 
to be.) 

3. Every collection of its inhabitants that 
comeB together to listen to a atranger ia in. 
variably declared to be a " remarkably in- 
telligent audience. " 

4. The climate of the place is particularly 
favourable to longevity. 

5. It contains several persons of vast 
talent little known to the world. (One or 
two of them, you may perhaps chance to 
remember, sent abort pieces to the Pao- 
lolian BOme time since, which were "re- 
apectfully declined."] 

Boston is jast like other places of its size ; 
— only, perhaps, conHidering its excellent 
flsh -market, paid fire-department, mtperjor 
monthly pnblicatitms, and correct habit of 
spelling the English langnage, it has some 
right to look down on the mob of cities. I 'U 
tell you, though, if yon want to know it, 
what is the real otTence of Boston. It drains 
a large watershed of its intellect, and will 
not itself be drained. If it would only 
send away its firat-rate men, instead of ite 
second-rate ones (no offence to tbe well- 
known exceptions, of which we are always 
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prtrad), we ahoidd be apwed snch epigram- 
matic remarks as that which the gentleman 
has qaoted. There can never be a real me- 
tropolis in this oonntry, unyi the biggest 
centre can drain the lesser ones of their 
talent and wealth. — I have observad, by 
the way, that the people who really live 
in two great ciidea are by no means so jeal- 
ous of each other as are those of smaller 
cities situated within the intellectnal baain, 
or eiKtion-raTtge, of one large one, of the pre- 
tenaiona of any other. Don't yon see why T 
Because their promiaing young author and 
rising lawyer and large capltatiat have been 
drained off to the neighbouiing big dly, — 
their prettiest girl baa been exported to 
the same market ; all their ambition points 
there, and all their thin gilding of glory 
comes from there. I hate little toad-eating 

— Wonid I be BO good as to specify any 
particularexamplel— Oh,— anerampleT Did 
you ever see a bear-trap! Never? Well, 
shouldn't you like to see me put my foot into 
one! With sentiments of the highest con- 
sideration I must hcg leave to be excused. 

Besides, some of the smaller cities are 
charming. If they have an old ohorch or 
two, a few stately mansions of former gran- 
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dees, here and there »n old dwelling with the 
second story projecting (for the conTenieuce 
of shootiiig the ^dlans knocking at the front 
door with their tomahawks), — if they have, 
8catt«red about, those mighty square houses 
built something mora than half a century 
ago, and standing like architectural bonldera 
dropped by the former diluvium of wealth, 
wboae rcAuent wave has left tb^n u its 
monumant, — if thoy have gardens with el- 
bowed apple-trees that pasb their branohea 
over the bi^ board-fence and drop their 
frait on the sidewalk, — if they have a 
little grass in the side-streets, enough to be- 
token quiet without proclaiming decay,— I 
think I conld go to piecea, after my life's 
work ware done, in one of those tranquil 
places, as sweetly as in any cradle that an 
old man may be rocked to sleep in. I visit 
such spots always with infinite delight My 
friend, the Poet, tays, that rapidly growing 
towna are most nnfavonrable to the iniagiua- 
tive and reflective faculties. Let a man live 
in one of these old quiet places, he says, and 
the wine of his soul, which is kept thick and 
tnrbid by the rattle of basy streets, settles, 
and, as you hold it up, yon may see the sun 
through it by day and tjie stars by night 
— Dol tJiink that the little villages have the 
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conceit of tha great towns f— I dont believe 
there ie mach difference. You know bow 
they re&d Pope's line in the amkllest town 
in our State of Musachasetta ? — Well, they 

"All arebnt parts of one atapendous Hull !" 
Every penon's feelings have a front-door 
and a aide-door by which they may be 
entered. The front-door is on the itreet. 
Some keep it always open ; some keep it 
latched ; some locked ; aome bolted, — with 
a chain that will let yon peep in. bnt not 
get in ; and aome nail it np, bo that nothing 
can pass its threghold. This front-door leada 
into a passage which opena into an ante- 
room, and this into the interior apartments. 
The aide-door opens at once into the sacred 
cliambers. 

There is almost always at least one key 
to this side-door. This ia carried tor yeara 
hidden in a mother's bosom. Fathers, 
brothers, sisters, and friends, often, by no 
means ao nniversally, have dnplicatea of it. 
The wedding-ring conveys a right to one ; 
alas, if none is given with it ! 

If natnre or accident has put one of these 
keys into the hands of a person who has the 
torturing instinct, I can only solemnly pro- 
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nonnce the words that Jaitice attera over its 
doomed victim, — Tke Lord have meres "" 
your touti Yon will probablj go mad with- 
in a reasonable time, — or, if you are a man, 
ran off and die with your head on a ourb- 
atone, in Melbonme or San Francisco,— <ir, 
if you are a woman, qoarrel and break your 
heart, or, tnm into a pale, jointed petrifac- 
tion that moves about as if it were alive, or 
play some real life-tragedy or other. 

Be very careful to whom you trust one of 
these keys of the side-door. The fact of pos- 
sessing one renders those even who are dear 
to you very terrible at times. You can keep 
the world ont from your front-door, or receive 
visitors only when yon are ready for them ; 
but those of your own flesh and blood, or of 
certain grades of intimacy, can come in at 
the side-door, if they will, at any hour and 
in any mood. Some of them have a scale of 
yonc whole nervous system, and can play all 
the gamut of your sensibilities in semi-t«nes, 
— touching the naked nerve-pulps as a pian- 
ist strikes the keys of his iustroment. I am 
satisfied that there are as great masters of 
this nerye-playing as Yieuxtemps or Thal- 
beig in their lines of performance. Married 
life is the school in which the most accom- 
plished artista in this department are found. 
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A delicate woman ia the best iiutrameiit i 
she baa snch a magnificeDt compau of ■en- 
sibilitiea I From the deep inward moan 
vhich follow! preaanra on the great nervea 
dt right, to the sharp ciy aa the filamenta of 
taate aro stmck with a crashing sweep, is a 
range which no other instrument poeiooocii. 
A few exerciies on it daily at home fit a man 
wonderfully for his habitual labours, and 
refresh him immensely aa he returns from 
them. No atranger can get a great nuuiy 
notes of torture out of a human soul ; it 
takea one that knows It well, — parent, child, 
brother, sister, intimate. Be very careful te 
whom you give a aide-door key ; too many 
have them already. 

— You remember the old story of the 
tender-hearted man, who placed a frozen 
v^>er in his bosom, and was atung by it when 
it became thawed? If we take a cold-blooded 
creature into our bosom, better that it should 
sting ua, and we should die, than that its 
chiU should slowly steal into oar hearts ; 
warn it we never can I I have seen faces of 
women that were fair to look upon, yet <me 
conld see that the icicles were formipg round 
these women's hearts. I knew what freezing 
image lay on the white breasts beneath the 
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A ver; uinple mtelketual uechaniam 
anawera the neceasitiei of friendship, mud 
even of the most intimate relations of life. 
If a watoh tells as the hour and the minute, 
we can be content to cany it about with na 
for a life-time, thongh it hsa no seoond-hand 
and is not a repeater, nor a mosical watch, 
— though it is not etuunelled nor jewelled, — 
in short, though it has little beyond the 
wheels required for a tniBtworthjiiutnimeii1« 
'added to a good face and a pair of useful 
hands. The more wheels there are in a 
wfttoh or a brain, the more trouble they are 
to take care of. The movements of exaltation 
which belong to genius are egotiatic bj thur 
very nature. A calm, clear mind, not sub- 
ject to the spasms and crises which are so 
often met with in creatiTe or intensely per- 
ceptive natures, is the beet basis for love or 
friendsbip. — Observe, I am talking about 
mindi. I won't say, the more intelleet the 
leas capacity for loving ; for tbat wonld do 
wrong to the understanding and reason ; 
— but, on the other hand, that the brain 
often runs away with the heart's best blood, 
which give^ the world a few pages of wisdom 
or sentiment or poetry, instead of T" a fc i ng 
one other heart lu^py, I have no qneetion. 

If one's intimate in love or friendship csn- 
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not or does not Bhore all one's intellectual 
tastes or pursuits, that is a small matter. 
Inteilectnal companions can be found easily 
in men and tMrnka. After all, if we think of 
it, most of tbe wco'ld's loves and friendships 
have been between people that could not 
read nor spell. 

Bnt to radiate the heat of the sfTectiomi 
into a clod, iihich absorbs all that is poured 
into it, but never warms beneath theauDahine 
of smiles or the preaaare of hand or lip, — 
this is the great niartyidom of sensitive 
beings, — most of all in that perpetual aulo 
ffo /i< where young womanhood is the aacri- 
lice. 

— You noticed, perhaps, what I jaat said 
about the loves and friendships of illiterate 
persons, — that ia, of the haman race, with a 
few exceptions here and tiiere. I like books, 
—I was bom and bred among them, &nd have 
the easy feeling, when I get into their pre- 
sence, that a stable-boy has among horses. 
I don't think I undervalue them either as 
companions or inatmctora. Bnt I can't help 
remembering that Uie world's great men 
have not commonly been great scholars, nor 
its great scholars great men. The Hebrew 
patriarchs had small libraries, I think, if 
any ; yet they represent to our imaginations 
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s, very complete idea of manhood, and, I 
tliink, if we could ask in Abraham to dine 
with UB men of letters next Saturday, we 
ehonld feel honouced by hia company. 

What I wanted to say about books ia thia : 
tliat there are timea in which erery active 
mind feels itself above any and all hnnian 
hookii. 

— I thinh a man must have a good opinion 
of himself, Sir,— aaid thediTitiity-stndent, — 
who should feel himself above Sbakspeare at 
any time. 

My young friend, — I replied, — the man 
who is never conscious of a state of feeling or 
of intellectual eBbrt entirely beyond expres- 
sion h; any form of words whatsoever is a 
mere creature of language, I can hardly 
believe there are any such men. Why, think 
for a moment of the power of music. The 
nerves that make us olive to it spread ont 
(so the Professor tells me) in the most sensi- 
tive region of the marrow, juat where it is 
widening to run upwards into the hemi- 
spheres. It has its seat in the region of 
sense rather than of thought. Yet it pro- 
duces a continuoaa and, as it were, logical 
sequence of emotional and inteUectual 
changes ; hut how different from trwns of 
thought proper I how entirety beyond the 
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reach ofsymbolB I — Think of human paasioiu 
BB compared with oU phrasea 1 Did yon ever 
hear of a mon'i growing lean by the reading 
of Rom«o and Juliet, or blowing his brains 
out because Dcademona was maligned? 
There we a good many aymbola, even, that 
aretnoreexpressive than words. I remember 
a yonitg wife who had to part with her hus- 
band foe a time. She didnot write a mourn- 
ful poem ; indeed, she was s silent person, 
and perhaps hardly said a word about it ; 
but she quietly turned of a deep orange 
colonr with jaundice. A great many people 
in this world have bnt one form of rhetono 
for thcdr profoundeat experiences,— namely, 
towaiteawayanddie. When a man can r«a<{, 
hie paroxysm of feeling is paaaing. When he 
can read, his thought has slackened its hold. 
— You talk about reading Shokspeare, using 
liim as an expression for the highest intellect, 
and yon wonder that any common person 
should be so presumptuous as to suppose his 
thought can rise above the text which lies 
before him. Bntthink a moment. A child's 
reading of Shakspeare is one thing, and Cole- 
ridge's or Schlegel's reading of him is another. 
The aaturation-point of each mind differs 
from that of every other. But I think it is 
as true for the small mind wlilch can only 
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take np a, little as for the great one which 
takes up mach, that the anggeative traina of 
thought and feeling onght always to rise 
above— not the author, bnt the reader'a 
mental Teision of the author, whoever he 

I (hinlc most readerti of Shahapeare aome- 
times find themaelves thrown into exulted 
mental conditione like theae produced by 
mnaio. Then they may drop the hook, to 
paaa at once into the region of thongtit with- 
out words. We may happen to be very dull 
folks, yon and I, and probably are, unlesa 
there ia some partionlar rewon to mippoee 
the contnry. Bat we get glimpses now and 
then of a sphere of spiritnal possibilities, 
where we, dull as we are now, may sail in 
vast droles round the largest compass of 
earthly intelligences. 

— I confess there are times whsnl feel like 
the friend I mentioned to yon some time ago, 
— I hate the very sight of a book. Sometimes 
it becomes almost a physical necessity to talk 
out what is in the mind, before patting any- 
thing else into it. It is very bad to have 
thoughts and feelings, which were meant to 
come out in talk, airiie in, as they say of 
tC4ne complaints that ought to show out- 
wardly. 
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I alwAjn believed in life rather than in 
books. I Buppoee every day of earth, with 
ita haodred tbonund deaths and Bomething 
more of birtha, — with ita lovee and hatee, 
ita trinmpbe and defeats, its pang* Mid 
bliBHU, has more of hnmanity in it than all 
the books that were ever written, put to- 
gether. I believe the floweis growing at 
this moment aend np more fragrance to 
heaven than was ever exhaled from all the 

— Don't I read np varions matters to talk 
abont at this table oi elsewhere ? — No, tliat 
is the last thing I would da I will tell you 
my rule. Talk about those subjects you 
have had bog in yonc mind, and listen to 
what others say about subjects you have 
studied but recently./ Knowledge and timber 
shouldn't he much used till they are seasoned.) 

— Physiologists and metaphysicians hav^ 
had their attention tamed a good deal of 
late to the automatic and involuntary actione 
of the mind. Put an idea into your intelli- 
gence and leave it there an hour, a day, a 
year without ever having occasion to refer 
to it. When, at last, you return to it, you 
do not find it as it was when acquired. It 
has domiciliated itself, so to speak, — become 
at home, — entered into relations with your 
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other thonghu, and intsgrated itaeli wiQi 
the whole fabric of the mind.— Or take a 
simple and familiar examfde ; Dc. Carpentta* 
has adduced it. Yon forget a name, in oon- 
Tenation, — go on talking, without making 
any effort to recall it, — and presently the 
mind evolve* it by iCa own involnntary and 
imconscioQB action, while you were punning 
another train of thought, and the name rues 
of itaalf to your lipa. 

There are iome cnrioue obaervatione I 
ahonld like to make about the mental 
maohiitery, but I think we are getting 
rather didactic. 

— I should be gratified if Benjamio 
Franklin would let me know iomething of 
his progress in the French language. 1 
raHier liked that esercise he read ns the 
' other day, thongh I must confeia I should 
hardly dare to tmnslate it, for fear some 
people in a remote city where I once lived 
might think I was drawing their portraits. 

—Yes, Paris is a famoos place for societies. 
I dont know whether the piece I mentioned 
from the French author wsa intended fdmply 
as Natural History, or whether there was 
not a little malice in his description. At 
any rate, when I gave my translation to 
B. F. to turn back again into French, one 
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leuon wu that I thought it would Bound 
A littla bftld in Engliih, and Bome people 
migbt think it vas meant to have some local 
bearing or other, — which the author, of 
conrte, didn't mean, inaamnch aa lie could 
not be acquainted with anything on tbia 
mde of the water. 

[The above remarks were addressed to the 
BcboolmiatreM, to whom I handed the paper 
after looking it over. The divinity -itudent 
came and read over her iboulder, — very 
curious, apparently, but hie eyei wandered, 
I thoDght. Fancying that her breathing 
wag somewhat hunied and high, or tho- 
racic, aa my friend, the Profeaaor, calls it, I 
watohed her a little moce closely. — It ia 
none of my buainesa. — After all, it ia the 
inponderablei that move the world, — beat, 
electricity, love. — Habett] 

This ia the piece that Benjamin Franklin 
made into boarding-achool French, such aa 
you aee here ; don't expect too much ; — the 
miatakei give a relish to it, I think. 

LES SOCI^TES P0LTPHY8I0PH1L0- 

S0PHIQUE8. 

Ces Soditjs li sont uue Institution poor aup- 

pUer aui beaoins d'eaprit et de oeur de cea indi- 

viduB qui out aurvf en i leura jmntionn a I'fganl 



unr^-flB, Google 



X. I9S 

da beau seze, et qni n'oitt pas U diitracUoB da 
lliabitude ds boire. 

Ponr devenir membre d'one de cm SocUUi, on 
doit avoir U taoina de chevanz possible. S'il j 
en Testa plnaieun qiii rtsiateat anx dipilatoires 
naturelles et antra, on doit aroii qoelqaai con- 
nainancei, n'importe dans quel genre. Dit le 
moment qu'on onne la porte de la Socifitf, on a 
nn grand llit^t dans toutea les cboees dont on ne 
eait rieiL Ainai, un micioacopieto dimontre nn 
noaveaajbxfrdu tone d'un mtitlonl/iavuigarii. 
Douze aarans improTis^, portana dea beeiclea, 
et qui ne rnmniininitt rien dea intectes, al ee n'est 
iea monmrea dn eultsc, ae pricipitent anr I'inatru- 
meut, et voient, — one gtande bulle d'air, dont 
ila E'dmerreilleBt aveo effuaion. Ce qui est un 
apectacle plein d'iiistnictlon,~-ponr cenz qni ne 
■ont pas de ladite Soci^tS. Tons les membres 
rt^aident lea chimiateB en particulier avec nn lir 
d'intelllgence parfaite pendant qu'ils proarent 
dana on discoura d'nne demiheurs que 0* N* H' 
C* etc font qnelque choae qui n'est bonne i lien, 
maia qui probablement a une odenr tite d^ 
agr£able, «eIon I'habitndedea prodoita dumiqnee. 
Apris celi vlent nn matbematicien qni vona 
bourro aiec dea o+ftetvoua (apporte enfin un 
x+y, d'ont vouB a'arez pas beaoin et qui ne 
change uullement Toa relationg avec la vie. Un 
natnraliste vons parle des fonnationa ap&daleii 
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Tons diait lea /ottieitUi de I'appetidix tmmifOT- 
mia d'un dmgguctai. Voiu ne Bavei pts m que 
c'aat qn'nn foll-Kide. Voas na utsz paa ce que 
c'eat qn'im a;ipaiifue tKraif/anni't. Vons n'sTU 
junui enteadu parler dn daggnetai. Ainu vous 
gigiiei toate* cea comudsuncu i 1> loia, qui 
s'attachent i votre esprit comma I'ean adhere 
auz plomes d'nn canard. Od coanait toutes les 
laogues n: q^icKi en deveosut membie d'une de 
cea SodfUs. Ainai qnsnd on etit«nd Iil« an 
Eatti snr Icsdiilectes Tchntehiena, on cmnpmid 
tout celi da anite, et s'luatmit ^ormfanent. 

II y a deux eapicea dtndiTidiia qn'on tniuve 
toqjonn&CMSoci^Ua: 1* La membie iqncstioiiE; 
2° he mfirabre i, " Bylaws." 

La piealilm eat una ipecialiti. Celni qui eo 
fajt m^ai ne fiut jamaia des riponaea. La 
question eat xme maniere tr^ comniode de dire 
leichoaeaanivuitM: "MeToiU! Jeneaiuspa» 
fosai], moi,— je respire encore I J'ai des id^, 
— voyei roott intelligence I Vona ne eroyiei pu, 
Tons antrea, qne je aavaia quelqae chose de celi ! 
Ah, Dona avona un pen de lagacii^, Toyez vona ! 
Honane aommea nallenient la bite qn'on penae !" 
—Le,filiaaiTdegtiations donne pen iPaUeiUion. 
nuz rlpetua gu'imfait; et Wat jnu IA dona sa 
itpiciaiat. 

Le membre k " By lawa ** eat le bonchoB de 
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(Teat ua wpiit dnr, borni, exact, grand duu iea 
petiteaaei, petit duia In grandamB, «a1oa la mot 
do gnnd JeflenoQ. On na rume pu duia Is 
Soddt^, mais on le respects et on le cralnt. II 
n'; ft qa'nn mot pour oe membre audeuus de 
"Bylaws." Ce mot est pour lui ce qui I'Om est 
SUE Hindoos. Cest ss religion ; il n'y s rten 
s«-delL Ce mot li c'est la CoHSTirunoH 1 

Lesditea Bod^tis pnblient dea fauilletons de 
tsms en tema. On lea ttooTe abandonnte i sa 
porta, nns «omme des anfuia DoUTeaun^, faate 
de mambnuie cntan&i, on mgnie pap jracte. Si on 
aims la bataniqna, on y trooTB naa ro&niolre anr 
lag enqniiln ; Bi on fait dea Audsa loijU^qoaa, 
on tronva on grand tss de q'^— 1, ca qui doit 
£tra infinlment plna cammode qne las encyclo- 
' pedjes. Alnsi U est clalr comma la mdtaphjsiqne 
qn'on doit dayanir membra d'une SocUti telle 

ReetUe pour le D^iiaioirt Physiophiiotophiqut. 

Chaox Tive lb. «. Baa bonillante Qj. 

IMpilai avac. Polisaei eninite. 

— I told tJi« bo7 that hit tnnaUtion into 
Fiench ww creditable to him ; and aome of 
the oompauy iriahing to hear what then 
waa in the piece that mada me amile, I 
tamed it into Engliih for thorn, ai welt as I 
conld, on the spot. 

The landlady's daughter seemed to be 



mDch amusBd by tbe ide* ttut a, depilatory 
conld teke the placa of litenry uid sciaitiflo 
■ooonipli«Hin«nts ; the wtmtod me to ^int 
the pieoe, bo th>t she might Bend a copy of 
it to h«r consin in Uizzonnh ; the didn't 
think ha 'd have to do anything to the ont- 
Bids of hia head to get into any of the 
■oci«tiM ; ha had to wear a wig once, when 
ha playad a part in a taboUo. 

No, — Mid I, — I ^ooldnt think of print- 
ing that in BHglJli III t«llyottwby. Ab 
Boon aa yon get a faw tbouBand people to- 
gether in a town, Uiere is somebody that 
every iharp thing yon aay ia sore to hit. 
Wliat if a thing was written in Puic or in 
Fekin? — that makes no difference. Every- 
body in those oitiea, or almost everybody, 
has his coonterpart here, and in all large 
places. — YoD never studied averaga, at I 
have had ocosaion to. 

1 11 tell yon how I came to know bo maeh 
^xnit averages. There wai one season 
when I wss lecturing, commonly, five even- 
ings in the week, throagh most of the 
lecturing period. I soon lonnd, aa most 
speaken do, that it was plewMuiter to work 
me lecture than to keep several in hand. 

— Don't yon get sick to death of one loc- 
taiel — BMd the landlady's daughter, — who 
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fud ft Dew dress on that day, and vraa in 
spirita tor conveisation. ~"" 

I was going to talk about averages, — I 
aaid, — but I have no objection to telling you 
abont lectures to begin vith. 

A new lecture always baa a certain excite- 
ment connected with ita delivery. One 
thinks well of it, aa of rao«t things fresh 
from hie mind. After a few deliveries of it, 
one get* tired and then disgusted with its 
rcrpetition. 60 on delivering it, and the 
diegnrt passes off, until, after one has re- 
peated it a hundred or a hundred and fifty 
times, he rather enjoys the hundred and 
first or hundred and fifty-fiiat time, before 
a new audience. Bnt this is on one con- 
dition, — that he never lays Uie lecture down 
and lets it cool. If he does, there comes on 
a loathing foe it which is intense, so that 
the sight of the old battered mannscript is 
as bad as sea-sickness. 

A new lecture is just like any other new 
tool We use it for a while with pleasure. 
Then it bhsters our hands, and we hate to 
touch it. By-and-by our hands get callous, 
and then we have no longer any sensltive- 
nesa about it. But if we give it up, the 
caUuses disappear ; and if we meddle with 
it again, we miss the novelty, and get the 
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blisters. — The story ii oftsn quoted of 
Whitelield, that he aaid & aarmon ma good 
for nothing nutil it had been preMhed forty 
times, A lectors doesn't begin to be old 
nntil it has pasted its hnndredtli delivery : 
and some have doabled, it not qiudmpled, 
that number. These old lectures an a 
man's best, commonly ; they improve by 
age, also, — like the pipes, fiddles, and poems 
I told you of the other day. One learns to 
make the most of their strong points and 
to carry off Uieir we>k ones, — to take out 
the really good things which don't tell on 
the audience, and put in cheaper things that 
do. All tluB degrades him, of contaev but 
it improves the lectnre for general delivery. 
A thoroughly popular lectnre ought to have 
Dothing in it which five hundred people 
cannot oil take in a flaih, just as it is 
uttered. 

— No, indeed,— I should he very sorry to 
say anything disrespectful of audiences. I 
have been kindly treated by a great nuuty, 
and may oocasionally face one hereafter. 
But I tdl you the average intellect of five 
hundred persons, taken as they come, is not 
Tcry high. It may be eotind and safe, so 
far as it goei, but it is not veiy rapid or 
profound. A lecture ought to be something 
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which all can nndentand, aboat iomething 
whitih interests everybody. I think, that, 
if any eiperiencad lectorer gives you a 
different account from this, it will probably 
be one of tboae eloquent or forcible apeakers 
who hold an audience by the oharm of their 
nuumer, whatever they talk about, — even 
when they dont talk very welL 

Bat an average, which waa what I meant 
to apeak about, ia one of the moat extra- 
ordinary subjects of obaerratioD sod study- 
It ia awful in its nuifomiity, in its antomatic 
naoaasily of action. Two commnnitiea of 
ants or bees are exactly ahlte m all their 
actions, BO far as we can see. Two lyceiun 
assemblies, of five hundred each, are so 
nearly alike, that they are absolutely nn- 
distingniahable in many cases by any definite 
marit, and there is nothing bnt the place 
and time by which one can tell the "re- 
markably intelligent audience " of a town in 
New York or Ohio from one in any New 
England town of similar size. Of course, if 
any principle of selection has come in, aa in 
those special sasociationa of young men 
which are common in cities, it deranges the 
uniformity of the assemblage. But let there 
be no saeh interfering cirotuuatanoes, and 
one knows pretty well even the look the 
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audience will hftve, before he goea in. EVont 
seats : a few old folks, — ahinjr-hekded, — 
slant Dp best ear towarda the speaker, — drop 
off asleep after a while, whan the air begins 
to get a little narootia with carboaic acid. 
Bright wonien's faces, young and middle- 
aged, a little behind theaa, bnt toward the 
front — (pick ant the best, and lecture 
mainly to that). Here and there a conn- 
tenanca, sharp and scholatlike, and a dozen 
pretfy female ones sprinkled about. An 
indefinite number of pairs of young people, 
— Jiappy, bat not always very attentive. 
Boys, in the background, more or less qniet. 
Doll faoea, here, there, — in how many 
places t I don't say dull peopk, but faces 
without a ray of sympathy or a movement 
of exprewion. They are what kill the lec- 
turer. Theee negative faces with their 
vacnona eyes and stony lineaments pump 
and sack the warm soul out of him ; — that 
is the chief reason why lecturers grow so 
pale before the season is over. They render 
latest any amooot of vital caloric ; they act 
on onr minds aa those cold-blooded creatures 
I was talking about act on our hearts. 

Out of all these inevitable elements the 
audience is generated,- — a great compound 
vertebrate, as much like fifty others yon 
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tuive aeiiii aa any two mammilB of the tame 
Bpeciea ai« like each other. Ekoh Mtdieace 
Iftugha, and each criea, in jnst the same 
places of your lectare ; that ii, i{ you make 
ona laDgh or cry, you make all. Even those 
little indeacribable movementa whioh a lec- 
tnier takes oogniaanoe of, jiut aa a drirer 
notices his horse's cocking his ean, are sore 
to come in exactly tha same place of yonr 
leatnre always. I declare to yon, that an 
the monk said abont the picture in the con- 
vent, — that he sometimeB thought tlie living 
tenants wen the shadows, and the painted 
fignres the realities, — I have sometimes felt 
as if I were a wandering spirit, and this 
groat unchanging mnlti -vertebrate which I 
faced night after night was one BveT-liat«mng 
animal, which writhed along after me wher- 
ever I fled, and coiled at ray feet every 
evening, taming up to ma the same aleep- 
1«M eyes which I thonght I had closed with 
my last drowsy incantation I 

— Ob yea 1 A thoniand kindly and cour- 
teous acts, — a thousand facaa Uiat melted 
individually out of my recollection as the 
April snow meltB, but only to steal away 
and find the beds of flowers whose roots are 
ibemory, but which blossom in poetry and 
dreams. I am not ungrateful, nor uncon- 



Boioni of all the good feeling Mid mtelUgeace 
eveiywbere to be met with through the vast 
ptuiah to whiob the lecturer ministen. Bat 
when I set forth, leading a, atring of my 
mind'a daughter* to market, as the country- 
folk fetch in their atrings of hoTsea — Pur 
don me, that wm a coarae fellow who 
aneered at the sympathy waatad on an 
unhappy lecturer, aa if, because he was 
decently paid for hia aervicet, he had there- 
fore sold his seniibilitice.— Fftmllymen get 
dreadfully homeiick. In the remote and 
Ueak Tillage the heart retnma to Ute red 
blaze of the logs in one'a fireplace at himie 

"There are his yoimg bMbariana al! at play,"— 
if he Dwna any youthful aaragee. — So, the 
worid baa a million rooata for a man, but 
only one nest. 

— It ia a fine thing to be an oracle to 
which an appeal i« always made in all dia- 
cuaaiona. The men of facta wait their turn 
in grim ailence, with that alight tenaion 
about the soatrila which the conaoiontneM of 
carrying a ' ' aettler " in the form of a fact 
or a revolvar givea the individual tfaua 
armed. When a person ia really full of 
information, and doea not abuse it to amah 
converaation, bis part is to that of the real 
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talkers what the instmineiitKl aacompuii- 
meat U in » trio or quartette of vocaliiti. 

— AVhat da I mean by the real talken !^ — . 
Why, the people with freah ideaa, of conrM, 
and plenty of good warm words to dreia 
them in. Facta always yield the place of 
honour in conversation, to tfaoDghts ahoat 
facta ; but if a false note is uttered, down 
cornea the finger on the key and the man of 
facta aaaerta hia true dignity. I.have known 
three of these men of facta, at least, who 
ware alwaya fonoidable,— and one of them 
waa tyrannical. 

— Yes, a man aometimea makea a grand 
appearance on a particular occaidon ; but 
these men knew something about almost 
everything, and never made mistakea.— He ! 
Vauerl in first-rate style. The mahi^ny 
scales off now and Uien in spots, and then 

yon see the cheap light stnff. — I found 

very fine in conversational information, the 
other day when we were is company. The 
talk ran npon moontaiaa. He waa wonder- 
fully well acquainted with the leading facta 
About the Andes, the Apeuninea, and the 
Appalachians ; he had nothing in particular 
to say about Ararat^ Beu Nevis, and various 
other mountains that were mentioned. By- 
and-hy some Revolnttonary anecdote came 
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np, uid he ahaw«d singnlar familiarity with 
the Uvea of the Adunaea, md gave maoy 
details relAting to Major AxidrL A pobt of 
Natural Hittory being sui^ested, he gave 
an excellent account of the air-blttddei of 
hsheB. He wm very fall npan the anhject 
of agricnltnre, bat retired from the con- 
venation when horticaltnre waa introduced 
in the diacnaaion. So he geemed well ac- 
quainted with the geology of anthradte, but 
did not pretend to know anything <£ other 
kinda of ooaL There waa aomething ao odd 
abont the extent and limitation* of his 
knowledge, that I anapected all at once 
what might be the meaning of it, and waited 
till I got An opportunity. — Have yon aeen 
the New Amtriean Cydopadial asid I. 
— I have, he replied \ I received an early 
copy. — Howfardoeait go? — He turned red, 
and anawered, — To Aragnay. — Oh, Mud I to 
myself, — not quite ao far aa Ararat; — (hat 
ia the reason he knew nothing abont it \ but 
he mnat have read all the rest atnugbt 
through, and, if he can remember what is in 
this volume until ho ha* read all those which 
are to come, he will know more than I ever 
thought he would. 

Since I had thia experience, J hear that 
Bomebody elae bos related a aimilar story. 
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I didn't borrow it for &II that. — I made » 
compariBon at table aome time siiioe, vhioh 
baa often been qaoted and received many 
compliments. It was tbat of tbe mind of a 
bigot to the pupil of the eye ; the more light 
you ponr era it the more it contract*. The 
rimile ia a very obvioaB, and, I suppose I may 
n<nr say, a happy one ; tor it has just been 
shown me that it occurs in a Preface to 
certain Political Poema of Thomat Moore't, 
pttblisbed long before my remark was re- 
peated. When a pSFBon of fair ebarocter 
tor literary honesty uses an image such as 
another has employed before him, the pre- 
snmption is that he has stmck npon it 
independently, or onconscionsly recalled it, 
supposing it his own. 

It is impoasible to tall, in a great many 
cases, wheUier a comparison which suddenly 
■vggestB itself is a new conception or a 
recollection. I told yon the oQier day that 
I never wrote a line of verse that seemed to 
me otrniparatively good, bnt it appeared old 
at once, and often as if it had been bor- 
rowed. Bnt I confees I never suspected the 
above comparison of being old, except from 
the fact of its obvioueness. It is proper, 
however, that I proceed by a formal instnt' 
ment to reliuqnieh all claim to an; property 



in an idea given to the world at about the 
time when I bad }n«t joined the clan in 
whiob Muter Thoma* Moore waa then a 
somewhat advanced acholar. 

I, therefore, in fall posseaBion of my 
native honesty, bat knowing the liabili^ oS 
all men to be elected to pablic office, and 
for that reason feeling nnceriaiii how iooq 
I may be in danger of loaing it, do hereby 
renounce all claim to being conaidcnd the 
jirri person who gave atteranoe to • certain 
simile or oomparison referred to in the ac- 
companying docomenta, and relating to tbe 
pnpil of the eye on tbe one part and the 
mind of the bigot on tbe other. I hereby 
relinquish all glory and profit, and especi- 
ally all claims to letters from autograph 
collectora, founded npon my anpposed pro- 
perty in the above comparisoli, — knowing 
well that, according to the laws of litem- 
ture, they who speak fint bold the fee of 
tbe thing said. I do also agree that all 
ESditors of Cyclopsedias and Biographical 
Dictionaries, all Publisbcn of Reviews anil 
Papers, and all Critics writing therein, ahaU 
be at liberty to retract or qualify any opin- 
ion predicted on the supposition tliat I wa« 
the sole and nndiapnted anthor of the above 
comparison. Bat, inasmncb aa I do affinn 
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tnftt the comparison aforesaid waa uttered 
by DIB in the firm belief that it was new and 
wholly my own, and as I have good reason 
to think that I bad never Been or heard it 
when first expressed by me, and as it is 
well-known that different peraouB may in- 
dependently utter the same idea,— as u 
evinced by that familiar line from Donatda — 
" Pereant illi qui ante nos nostra diierunt,"— 
now, therefore, I do request by this instru- 
ment that all well-disposed persons will ab- 
stain from asserting or implying t^at I am 
open to any accusation whatsoever tonohing 
the said compiirisoii, and, if they have so 
asserted or implied, that they will have the 
manliness forthwith to retract the same as- 



I think few persons have a greater dii- 
gust for plagiarism tiian myself. If I had 
even snspected that the idea in question 
was borrowed, I should have disclaimed 
original!^, or mentioned the coincidenae, 
as I once did in a cose where I had hap- 
pened to hit on an idea of Swift's. — But 
what shall I do about these verses I was 
going to read yon ! I am afraid that half 
mankind would accuse me of stealing their 



thongfats if I printed them. I am coa- 
viitoed that several of yon, especially if you 
are getting a little on in life, will reoogniae 
some of these sentimeiita as having passed 
through your couacioameaa at Bom« time. 
I can't help it,~it is too late now. The 
verses are written, and yon mnst have 
them. Liiten, then, and yon shall hear 

WHAT WE ALL THINK, 

That age was older once than now 

In spite of locks imtimely shed. 
Or ralvered on the yonthfol biow ; 

That bahes make love and children wed. 

That annBtiine liad a heaveiilr glow, 
Whinh faded with those " good old days." 

When winters came with deeper snow, 
And automns with a softer haze. 

That — mother, sister, wife, or child — 
The "best of women" each has known. 

Were scbool-hoys ever half so wild 1 
Howyonngthe grandpapas have grown ! 

That bat for Otis onr sonls were free, 
And biUfor that our lives were blest ; 

That in some sessoii yet to be 
Dor cares will leave as time to rest. 
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THE SRBAKVAST-TABLB. 

Wheoe'er we gioKn with ache or pwn. 
Borne common aitmant of the raee, — 

Though docton think the nutter plain,— 
That Dora ia " a pecnliar case." 

That when like babes with Ragtn bnmed 
Wa count ona bitter maxim more, 

Onr leaaon all the world has learned, 
And men are wiser than before. 

That when we aob o'er fancied woes. 
The angela hovering overhead 

Connt ever; pitying drop tliat flows 
And love ns for the t«ire we shed. 



That when we aland with tearless eye 
And tnra the beggar from our door, 

Thef kUII appmvB ub when we sigh 
" Ah, had I hut tme Ihmuand more/" 

That weakness smoothed the path of sin, 
In half the slips onr youth has known 

And whatsoe'er ita blame has been, 
That Meny flowers on faults outgrown. 

Hiongh temples crowd the crumbled brink 
O'erhanging truth's eternal flow. 

Their tablets bold with ahat vx t/ank, 
Their echoes dumb to Tnhal ue hitow,- 
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